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EPITAPH 

ON THB DBATH OF A VERY YOUNG LAJPY* 
BY BRIAN EDWARDSi ES(^ 

Sc A R C £ had the tender hand of Time 

Maria's bloom brought fo^th, 
Nor yet advanced to Beauty's prime^ 

Tho* ripe in Beauty's worths 

When Fate uatimely feal'd her doom, 

And ihew'd, in one fhort hour, 
A lovely iky, an envious gloom, 

A rainbow and a ibow'r. 

Vol. VI. B writteit 
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW AT AN INK, UNDER 
SOME INFAMOUS V£KSE8« 

BT THE SAME* 

When DrydcnV clown, unknowing what he 

fought, 
His hours in whifiling fpent, for want of thought, 
The guiltiefs Oaf his vacancy of fenfe 
Supplied, and amply too, by innocence. 
Did modern fwains, poiTefs'd of Cymon's pow'rS| 
In Cymon's manner wafle there weary hours, 
Th' indignant traveller would not blufhing fee 
This chryfial |^e difgracM by infamy I 
Severe the fate of modern fools, alas ! 
When Vice and Folly mark them as they pafs : 
Like pois'nous vermin o*er the whiten'd wall. 
The filth they leave—ftill points out where they crawl! 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAMS* 

Poet, faid Chloe, with a laugh. 
Your Mufe ihall write my epitaph. 
If, tombftonc-1 ike, my lovely maid, 
I were on that foft bofom laid, 
Fond love lliould write, if you Ihouid die, 
BiDtb epitaph and elegyt 

ON 
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QS THBDFATR OF OENERAL MONTGOMSaT. 
BY THE SAME. 

Montgomery fails I let no fond breaft rcpinei 
That Hampden's glorious death, brave chief, wat 

thine. 
With his (hall Freedom confecrate iky name ; 
Shall date her rifing glories from thy^hme ; 
Shall build' her throne of empire onf thy grave t 
What nobler fate can patriot virtues crave ^ 



©DE FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

BY THE SAME, 



Pro/j Curia tmjterp^ mores I HoR. 

Genius of Albion ! whither art thou fled ! 
Thou, who waft wont at Freedom's call to rife, 

With thund'ring voice, and heav^n-direfted tytz^ 
And mock th* oppreiTor's rage, or fmite the tyrant 
dead! 
O ftretch again thy faviog hand, 
In mercy to this groaning ille ! 
No common ills thine aid demand ; 
Corruption triumphs in her fpoil ; 
Fierce Difcord hurls her torch on high; 
Nor public weal, nor fecial tie 

B 2 Can 



^2jpL fix the fordid, Telfifh mind; 
j^0ibition breaks Law's feeble chain, 
£svoi*n Lux'ry leads her bloated train^ 

A;id Ruin ilalks behind ! 

IL 

Beyond the rough Ajtlantic tide, 
InfpirM by Virtue and by 1 hec, 
^y junior fous fiill d^rc bjs free ^-« 

Nor e'er fliall fgbtle fraud. diy ids 

• *■■■• - 

The generous band. Oh I while the tempefllowVff 
jR^efie^ our payfe .U Q9e«-tb at freedom's foes are ours % 

. ; j^ci to^^ttiy fhflidc^ l^eiited Itongi' 
*'"Great Brunfwick, fecoil4'of tfiy race, 
•*Ca4tM*Eagland's happy throne to grace. 
What time &ir Freedom made each valley ring. 
From the cold tomb could*ft thou arife, 
JIow would this profpedt fear thine eyes, 
And drive thee back in wild affright I 
For lo ! fierce iffuing from their native north, 
Xhe howling furies murd'rous ftorms fend forth ; 
Glut the Gaul's proud, revenge, and fpread ,vilc 
Slav'ry's night j 

^- IV. la 



IV. 

"invuia, akst thy galtant fot^v ^ . 

Oa, famM Gutloden's glorious field, 
Taught tht proud traitorous Scot to yields 
And deathlefr laurels nobly won* 
. In vain rejoic'd tb' admifiag world, 
Whea OUT brave fires, by NaiTau led. 
At tyrant-pow'r theif thunders hurl'd 

While the dart tyrant <!roucli'd" and fled*. 
No longer now, in patriot (hackles bound, 
177ith fruitleff wailing Envy bites her chain ; 

Oppreflion leaps o'er Freedom's facred mound; 
Affd vainly Hampden fought, and Sydney bled-in' vaikl* 

Lo ! Saunders mingles with the n()ighty dead"; -'.' 
' No more th* avenger of his country's wrong r^ 
.'0*er his cold duft let no weak tear be lbe£; 
He wept, alas ! that he ha^ Uvfd tCsQ W^ 
Q greatly glqrious ! had he died ^ . 

Ere fct in dfrltncfs Britiaii's fotf i ' ' ** 
. Ere frantig riigd aii^ Stnart^iUjiK;;? ' I . 
That-epprre loltWs yaloiirwpn F 
** What, more, hQ.cfned,-can Wverfe fat^. require ?*• 
Dying he faw his countly's feme e>pire J- 
Saw her bright crofs he late triumphant fpread, 
DK>op on thefick'ning gale, and blufh with deeper red ! 
B 3 VL Harti: 
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VI. 

Hark ! thro* America's indigi^ant (hore» 
What groans for vengcaoce rend xh* affr^htcd (kies ! 
Foul impious War hath broken Nature's tied ; 
And Britain, terror of the world no morc^^ 
Turns on herfelf. and drinks her children's gore ) 
Oh ! quickly drop the murd'rouis fword. 

What horrors rife around ^ 
Can'ft ihou, ill-fated realai^ aflbrd 

With thine own blood to drench the ground* 
The vet'ran, yet untaught to yields 
Heludant views the death-fraught field| 
Gonfciout of guilt would fain retreat^ 
And dreads ev'n vidt'ry as defeat;— 
In vain : fiill o'er Ontario's flood. 
With ghaftly fnoile, and blafling eyes, 
Stern Alva's guilty fpirit JBiicia, 
And fnuSs the icented air> and rag;es fiill for blood ! 

vn. 

Hear how her ions Iberia tellsf * 

Exulting as the tcmpeft fwells j 
And faithlcfs Gallia, with prophetic eye, 
Beholds thy golden (Ireams of Commerce dry. 
Or marks them for her own, ** great event,'* 
She cries,—** Thy Ihamc and puniflimeot, 

^* Ralh 



•' Rafh, ruin'd rival ! Now I fee 
" Thy palm of glory fnatchM by me ; 
" That envied pr'izt •, by Nature gi/n, 
•* Which raisM thy tow'ring front to Hcav*n, 
«* SpurnM by thyfelf !— Oh ! fpced thy lingering fate, 
* * And io thyfelf be falfe,-to make my empire great! " 

Vllf. 

But Britain^ happi^t fates are thine r 
Thy ihn fiiall jti dnclouded fhine ! 
A day (nor far remcke) (lull oooie^ 
When, Ragu difarmM, and Enty diimb, f 
The pious childy her fof rows a*ery 
Shall urge the loud complaint no more i 
But noBrifli (in her foff'rifigt blefi) 
Th' expiring parent, from her breail I 
Pot lo I Futurity her page unfolds : - .' 

What floods of glory fill yon weftcrn fties 1 -4. 

Ifee, Ifee, the radiant forms arife, 
Where venerable Time fair Truth upholds, 
And awful Juftice, her divine compeeri 
Exalts her genVous brow, and iliakes her glitt'ring 
fpear ! 

♦ Commerce. 

B 4, IX. «« Ye 



IX. 

•• Yc parricide*, who I^reke the golden cord* 
•• Of filial piety— maternal love ; 

*• Ye perjur'd fenators— ye venal lord9> 
*^ Now curfe your damned deeds— >fbr Ttngeance 
*• dwells with Jove ! 
** America, no longer thou- 

^* Shalt lift thy plaintive voice in vain ; 
•* Nor Britain's fons to flav'ry bow, 
** Nor forge for others necks the chain f 
" *Tis Jufiice fpeaks !'* above controul^ ' 
Her thunders fmite the guilty foal* 
See murdered Sydney grimly fmile« 
And virtuous Ruife] blefs her glorious toil t 
Ch deep, ye facred (hades ! in endlefi reft $ 
The (iga of Mercy, beaming from the weft^, 

Kind Heav*n has giv*n ; — for o'er the patriot crowd 

Bright CoD^efl ibarsaloft-and claps her wings aloud# 
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STANZAS 

tfCCAlIOKfiD BY TH£ DEATH OF ALZCO^^AN AFRlir 
CAN SLAVE, . €pNJ>£MN£9. FOft. RE^E^LION. J^ 
JAMAICA,' iy6$; . , ,r 

£f^ He is fappofed to addrefs his Wife at tbt |>tace 
of Execution.]. 

BY THI^ SAME.' 



TiS paft :— Ah ! calm thy c^res to refli !' 
Firm and unmovM am I :— . 
in .FfepdoH^*s caufe I bar 'd my. breaft,— 

Iri Freedom Vcaufetlt'die. 

• ■*■''* 

r • Hi • • . -r •• / :: 

Ah ftop ! thoif dqlft me fatal wrorig :^^ 

Nature will yet rebel : 
For I have lov*d thee very long,' 

And lov'd thee very welU 

in. 

To native fkies and peaceful bo\^*j s^- 

I foon - fhall w in g my way ; 
Where joy flialMead thb circling hours,.* '^ 

Unlefs too long thy flay^i 

B s IV. Olv 
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... . .. .■ w* 

Oh ipeed, fair fun ! thy courfe divine ; 

My Abala remove j— 
Tb0ie thy bright heanat HmU ewrfhine^ 

And I for eves lore ! 

V. 

On thofe bleft (hores— a Stave no more ! 

In peaceful eafe I'll flray ; 
Or roufe to chace the mountain boafi 

As unConfinM as day ! 

VI. 

No Chriftian tyrant there is known 
To mark his fleps with l^iood^ 

Nor fable Misery's piercing tt0Ln 
Rcfounds thro* ev*ry wood. 

VII. 

Yet have I heard the melting tongue, 
Have feen the felling tear ; 

Known the good heart by pity wrung,^ 
^h ! that fuch hearts are rare ! 



Vlir. Now, 



Now, Clirifiian^ glut ihy raviOi'd qref 

—I reach th€ Joyful hour f 
Now bid the fcorchiRg iamet arifii^ 

And tb^ poov limbe devour I 

IX. . .; ' . ■ ) 

But know, pale Tyrant, *tt3 ilot fKitit 

Eternal war to w^gc ; 
The death thbu gnr'll ihall but corabinier 

To mock thy baffled rage. 

X. 

O Death, how welcome to th* oppreft! 

Thy kind embrace I crave : 
Thou bririg'fl to Mis'ry's bofom reft. 

And .FWi^w to the Sla^c. 

ON READING BOLTNGBROKe's RirL-tfcVtOirs •^T 

T»E character; of pope. 

BY THE SAME. 

So F T be thy flcep, ill-fated bard ! 
Thy virtue is thy fole reward. 
Alas ! the lov'd, fweet voice of Fame 
Is Folly ;-*Friendfhip but a name ! 

B 6 Injuriou* 
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« 

Injurioul meed I 0*er him» whofe eye^ 
As lightening keen, made Dalnefs fly, 
Ere yet wfts broke life's golden chain i— » 
(Blefi favVite in the Mufes' train !) 
Shall Du\ntb<n0^ prefume to tread, 
And Envy mark him oat when dead ! 

Curft be the vain,, falfe, coward flave, 
tVho thus aims vengeance on the grave ; 
Thus breaks thro' Fri^ndfhip's facred laws j 
—What iatire. Pope, is thy applaufe !* 



70 LADY BOYNTON, CUTTING HSft KAM^ IN TH' 
BA«K OF A TREE^ 

BY StR G FTIFF I TH BOYNTON. 

To penfive minds fuperior truth belong,. 
Whofe facred precepts form theToice of fong^ 
They with foft Solitude fweet converfe hold,. 
And love the whifper'd tale by Fancy told. 

While on this ftem, (now c.onfecrate to Fame) 
Thou giv'ft to future years the darling name, 
What crowding thoughts within ray bofom move. 
Swell at 'my heart, and wake each fenfe of love ? 

* AUudiog to the cpnclofion of bis £fl^ on Man. 
. • This 
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liiit plant thy Damon, ia life's fragrant «nom|. 
With foft'ring hand fde£ted from the thorny 
Taft, with his years,, the fhooting fcion grew^ 
Nor mark!d the varied feafons^ as they flew ^. 
Together pafs'd with Time his ample round ;- 
(Hark ! as you write, he gives the boding found)' 
His * *' creeping hours,** in myfticdays ofyore,. 
Tun*d the fweed reed on Avon's fairy fhore : 
Then ill-rewarded worth, or fruitlefs lovei^ * 
Sought, and=:fbund foiace in the Ibnely grove^ 
From prying eyes a williirg exile ran. 
And all th' obtmfive imercourfe of man« 

Revolve the paft, we pain r the* coming years ;• 
The garlands Fancy wove Refle6Uon tears ; 
There rofeate bloflbm moans its balmy prime. 
Borne on the fleeting wing of ruthlefs Time ; 
Beauty awaits its all-involving .gloom. 
Nor chears the wintry frown that fiiades the tomb': 
Yet be it mine, by Truth and Beauty firM, 
To praife thofe charms wluch Lyttleton admir*d. 

* Shakci|)€ai«. As Tou^ Like It» 
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' ■ VERS E S 

WRlTTJtff 11» A COTTAGK AT PAXK-'PCACS, THE 
BEAT OF THE RIGHT BOrNOtTKAlCE GEinERAr 

coNwAr; 

J|y TSI EETSirBN^H IfE. ftnrY9« 

1 fi[E works of Art let others praife. 
Where Pricic her wafte of wealth bctrayt^ 
And Fafliiony independent grown, 
Ufurps her parent Nature's throne. 
Lays all her fair dominions wafte, 
And calls the devaftation Tafte. 
But I — who ne'er, with fervile awe. 
Give FaHi ton's whims the force of law. 
Scorn all the glitter of expence, 
When deftitute of uie and ienfe. 
More plcas'd to fee the wanton rill. 
Which trickles from fome craggy hill. 
Free thro' the valley wind its way, 
Than when, immur'd in walls of clay, 
It ftrives in vain its bonds to break, 
And ftagnat;es in a crooked lake. 
With fighs I fee the native oak 
Bow to th' inexorable ftroke, 
Whilft an exotic puny race 
Ci^upfhift fiirubs ufurps its place, 

Which, 
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. And favour your approacIie«? ^ 
Nay, ccafc, iinj|fi% (|xejj%dij^.>r '«, 
Xo,.^ax mc with,cojjjt€«ipJi and pridcjf: 
*'AndJgjjJ.incwtlvrepi5Qachcji* . 



Whene'er I bow'd before your ihrine, 
You know that ev*iy pr.ayV of mine 

I]> empty air wa« loft : . 

I never fought poetic fame, 
Truth eyer was my leading aim^ 

Sincerity my boafi» 

XII. 

But could I hope to gain from you^ * 
Thofe powH;^.tn?Mch* mark the cholen few;^ 

-« On ^wh^-ytw drf^u ta TmBe V 
CoiWdlTfuppofe you wouId*infpire 
]^/ bofom^wt{Era-Ch\ux:hill*s fire^ 
And elevate my ftile ? 

XUt. 

rd fervently your aid implore ; 

I'd fcribble doggrel rhimes no more ; 

But emulous of fame. 
Would grateful joi9 a nation's praife, 
And decorate th* imniortaHays 

With Camden's honour'd name. 
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And' as 1 rov'd the woods- among^. 

Her praife in lifping^nnmbers fiuig ; 

Nor wUl I now refign my heart, 

A captive to her rival art. 

Tar from the pageant fcenes of pndei 

She ftill my carelefs fieps fiiali guide^ ' . .' 

Whether by Contemplation led^ . . - \1- . . , . r .... . 

The rich romantic wilds 1 tread, . • ^ ^ . ' 

» ■ - '4'.. • .... 

Where Natur^^^for her pupil 4naq^ 

Has flcctch'd o.^t^Jni«yfaihoHe:pi«r J * * .•:.•/' 

Or whethar^^oi^.wc»Kl5'3«t^^ • =: 

I view the lovely valr-bdow*- '.- . - - .. ' 

For when, with morethan oopimon carCf - 

Nature had flcetch^d herlandfcape there. 

Her Conway caught the feir defign. 

And foften'd ev'ry harfher line r 

In pleafing lights each objed placM^ 

And heightened all the piece with tafie; 

O Conway * ! whilft the public voice 

Applauds our Sovereign's well weigh'd choice^'. 

Fain would my patriot Mufe proclaim 

The Statefman's and the Soldier's fame^ 

And bind immortal x>n thy brow 

The civic crown and laurel bough* 

But tho* unikilPd to join the choir, ' v " " 

Who aptly ttirtc the courtly lyre,. .: '" ' 

* Gencnl Conwaj >w«s itt'this timr-Sccxttajy of State. 

Tho' 
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Tho' with the yaflali of thy ^ftatc^f 
I never at thy I^ee wait» 
Tet be it oft my happier lot. 
To meet thee in this rm^I cot^ 
To fee thee here thy mind unbend. 
And qnit the Statefman for the Friend r 
Whiiil fmiks unbought, and void of art^ 
Spring genuine from the fixial heart. 

Happy the Miife^ which here retir'd^ 
Sy gratitude like mine in^ir^d I 
Dupe to ho party, )oves to pay. 
To worth like thhie, her gratefiil k^& 
And in no venal verfe conunendy 
The man of Tafle and Nature's firieod* 



OK SSINO DBSXISD IT X.ADT CAMDBIT TO WRITB 
VE&SES ON BATIIAM ABBET, TUB SIAT OF JOHN 
7BATT, BS^ NEAB TVVBRXDGB WBX.X.S. 

BT THB SAKS* 

I. . 

DoN'T you (cries Clio jeering) now, 
Vfitti to recall a cectain vow,. 

Wiuch 
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Which late you raihly iaade^ • 
When, in a pettifli mood^ -you fwore 
To leave off rhyming, and«o more 

Invoke the Mufc's aid i 

When young, by tender taki of love 
You wiih'd young Qelia's heart to rnovei 

And eagbf fnatchM the lyre, 
Help me, fome friefitfly Muft, yod ctied^ 
Oh deign my artleiii hittci t6 ghxA^^ '■ 

My fauttl^to^ voice itil^ire. 

in. 

And when you ftrove in verfe to raife 
A trophy to your Conway's praife, 

Hhwofth, hisfaftcexpreffidgj 
Again, a fuppUant to the Niae, 
I few you bow before our (hrine, 

Your languid pow'r» Qoaftffng. 

iv; 

But older ifow and wifer groWD» 
Thefe vain connexiotit you difowiit 

> Our 
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. And favour your approaches J^ 
Kay, ccafc, nnjjflftly, Q rcjr%#i . . r «, 
XOr.tax me witl^co^cIpp|5i i^i<^ pridcj, 

' y And.lpj^d .TO witlvrepix>aclie$« . V • . ; 

Wbcue'cr I bpw'd before your (hrine. 
You know that ev'ry prayer of mine 

I^ empty air was loft : 
I never fought poetic fame, 
Truth eyer was my leading aim. 

Sincerity my boaft* 

XII. 

But could I hope to gam from you^ * 
ThofepowVf.ti^ich' mark the cholen hWj^ 

'4 On'.whqpti;ihDii dei^u taTmitey 
CoWdlTfuppofeyou wouId%fpire 
Mybofom^wiilL^^ChlirchiU^s iire^ 
And elevatB my ftUe ? 

xiir. 

rd fervently your aid implore ; 

I'd fcribble doggrel rhimes no more ; 

But emulous of fame. 
Would grateful joia a nation's praife, 
And decorate th* imniortaHays 

Wkh Camden's honoured name. 
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^hidi charmi eiitii ravifliM Husk t 
The ruin'd Abbey's Mofieft^iteir^ . . .* .^v • / 
JtodaU tbe|;Yen^ctf>Ieippi)jf^^«t:^ . ^ 

The verdant lamis, the wood-crown'd bilTif. 
Thelimj^idlakesy the bubblmg lilb. 

The liiliinfeEftttisfaUl4 ^ 

"Yheflovirlri whkb JbMi^ed bdcmci ilicd^ 
The robei of noa(Ulihg ivy fpread 

Arouod the jnottld'riog waliir 

Sweet fcenes I by Nature'i pencil plann%. 
Retouched by Tafie's judicious hand. 

Without the glare of Art ; 
Tho* raflily T.ve iabjur*d the Mufe, 
Can^fiie, when fuch the theme, ^refui^ 
"Her influence' to knpart^f 



l>ei^ding thus did you lament, 
9ut c^d ybuli^pc; I Wuld i^ledt^ 



M* 
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. And favour your approaches? ^ 
Kay, ccafc, nnjjumy^ Q rcjj^^^ - - *. 
Tojax me with^cQjgktem 

' yAnd.lcj{idmc with reproaches* .' ... . 

.. -^^^ jj, ' ■- ■■ 

Wlieae*cr I bpw'd before your (hrine, 
You know that ev'ry prayer of mine 

I^ empty air wa« loft : 
I never fought poetic fame, 
Truth eyer was my leading aim^ 

Sincerity my boaft* 

XII. 

But could I hope to gam from you * 
llioiepow^;^:t^ich mark the chofen fcw^ 

'4 On .whqpLyrm de!g;u taTmBe V 
CbhidTfuj^pofe Jrou would^infpire 
My bofom wiitita-Ch^irchiirs iire^ 
And devate my Me ? 

xiir. 

rd fervently your aid implore ; 

I'd fcribbie doggrel rhimes no more j 

But emulous of fame, 
Would grateful joia a nation's praife, 
And decorate th' ImmortaHays 

With Camden's honoured name. 



ii$f 
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On the loth "of January, 1777" the Coriiedy of 


the Provok'd Huiband wais aftcd, at a New Theatre, 


near Henley upon 


Thames, by the following per- 


fons: 




Lord Townly, 


by Lord VilUers. 


Manly, 


by Mr. Milles. 


Sir F. Wronghead 


by Mr. Fnryc. 


Count BalTet, 


by Lord Maiden. 


*Sf|uire Richard, 


by Honr Mr. Oailow, 


Moody, 


by Gapt. Stewart. 


Poundage and Con 
flabie, 


' by ? Capt. Churchill. 


Ld Townly*s fervant fcy Mr. Tutridge, 


Manly's fervant. 


by Mr. Hodges, jun. 


Lady Townly, 


'by Mifs Hodges. . , • 


Lady Grace 


by Mifi Clarke. 


Lady Wrongliead^ 


by Mifs Hervey. 


Mifs Jenny, - 


by Mifs P. Hopkins. 


Myrlilla, 


by Mifs Hopkins., 


Mrs. Motherly, 


by Mrs. Johnlbn. 


Trally, 


by Mifs New hill. 



UPON THIS OCCASION THE FOLLOWING PROLOGUE 
WAS SPOKEN BY LORD VILLI£R8. 

MOST raw recruits, in. times of Peace appear 
To brave all dangers, and to nj^k at fear ; 
But when call'd forth to tread th' embattl'd plain, 
Tiiey fairly wi(h thenrfdves at home again. 

WhiUl 



C iy J 

Hear, utfappail'd, the battle's loud alarms* 

Thus we, uppradis'4 in the page's ai'ta, 
Have» without fear» rebe^rs'd our various parts« . 
Taik'd woodVous |^ig of our t^ieatric ^ats, 
An4 4af 'd the ce|ifm«s of ^he va<;ant feal*» 
But now, alas ! th^ caie is9ltefd quite> i 

When fuch aa audience opi^i^ on th^ figbU 
Garrick hiraielfy in fuch a Atuatiofi, 
(Tho' fure to pUaCe) might feel forue pal|Mtatioa. 
Our an9U9u^ breaii<t ao fu^h prduoiption cheers^ 
Light are dlir hopes, hut weighty are our fe^rs ; 
So (for 'tis now too late to quit tl^e field) 
We to jiiir judgnoeut at di£cretiau yield ; 
O then be merciful : the fauU's not ours, 
If, with a wifh to plej^fe, we want ^he pow'r?. 



EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY MR* COLMAN, FOR LADY V/fiflWi* 
HEAP, AND ALTERSD FOR MANLY* 

SPOKEN BY MR. MILLES* 

I FEAR the Ladies think my laft night's dealing 
Be€ray'd a heart quite deflitute of feeling ; 

Who 
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Who to my m^nkd friends fuch leflbat gave. 
As make each hufbaod think his wife a flare : 
So, dodtor-like, I took an early round, 
And juft fiep te to tell you that J found 
My iiady Townly quite to health reftor'd. 
And confti Wronghead's pulfe is vafily lowered ; 
The firfiy whofe bofom grateful Friendfliip ivarm'd. 
Thus fpoke th^ didates of a heart reformed : 
*• Sick of my follies^ faithful to my vows •, 
** Vm now re-married to my noble fpoufe ; 
** Ladies there are at this may feel remorfe, 
** And find perhaps aiore diarms rn a divorce. 
•* IVetrod the giddy round, and don't deplore^ 
•• That the gay di^aro of diffipation's o'er : 
'« But Lady WroDghead dill bewails her fiKl|^ 
'* And fighs for fplendor, equipage^nd ftm? 
** Farewell dear fcenes, ^e cried ; was ever wife^ 
^* Born with a genius fof tlie gayeft life, 
•* Like me untimely blafied in her bloom— 
^' Like me oondemnM to fuch a difnuil doom ? 
** No London— when I juft begaa to tafle it ; 
•• No money— when I juft knew how to wafte it. 
** Farewel— the liigh*pltimM head, the cufliion'd tete, 
'^ Which takes the cufiiion from its prop*rer feat. 
^* Seven is the main !— that found muft now expire^ 
*< Lofi at hot cockles, round a Chriflmas fire. 
* The Kncs marked with inverted Commat were in t'he origieaL -. i 

** Farewel 
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^ Farcwel— dearfcencs, where late fuch joys I knc-r^ 

^' Drcfs, cards, and dice, I bid ye all adieu ! 

*' Thofe joys ^hus vankh'd, I fhall tafle no more ; ] 

*' For Lady Wronghcad'-s occupation's o*er. 

"*' How fhall I drag out life, and ho^w, alas ! 

** Shall tedious couatry winter evenings pafs/* 

Dear Ma'am, I laid, your grouadlefs feik's difmifs) 
I have a thought — a new one — it is this : 
Shall we covne down, and try to a6t a play ? 
A play !— 'and what d'ye think the wits will fay ? 
•** Unheard, with keeneftfatirc they'll decry it^ 
^'^ Turn all to farce, and fwear *tis vain to try it." 

Av«|gt, fuch wits ! who, with Ill-judging fpleen^ 
-ShalllHtly ilrive to blafl the well-meant fcene. 
Par happier he, his faults, like us, who (lops, ^ 

And checks his follies when the curtain drops. 
.^No more in vice or error to engage. 
And play the fool at large on life's great fiagcu 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE FRENCH PIECE OF PYGMALION, TEB.- 
FO&MED BY MONSIEUR TESSIER. 

SPOKEN BY LORD MALDEN* 

J^S fomc there arc who may not know the ftory^ 
Which the French Poet means to lay before ye, 
I'll tell you in plain Englifh what he fays : 

A young unmarried Prince, in former days, 
Long raiPd at wedlock, but could never find 
In all the fex a woman to his mind : 
Some were too (hort, and others were too ta 
Too fat, too thin, there were fome fault ini 
Tir'd with the fruitlefs fearch, at length, he cried^ 
Art fhajl fupply what Nature has denied ; 
ril make afaulthfs maid. So faid, fo done, 
Juft to his tafte he form'd a maid of ilone ; 
Th* enraptured artifl as her charms he view'd, 
Stood by the magic of his art fubdn'd : 
But yet Ihe was a piece of mere^/7////>. 
And fomething more he wanted in a wife, 
A wife he thought fome little warmth Ihould fhare, 
(Are there none here whofe wives have fome to fpare ?) 
He kifs'd her oft ; bur, ah! how cold the kifs, 
]B^ccialIy in fuch a night as this. 

Vim 



m 
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Vain was his art, (for do whatever he cou'd) 
.There was do comfort without fleih and blood : 
To Venus he addrefs^ his fervent prayV^ 
That (lie ihouid animate the obd'rate fair ; 
For Venus can, whene'er (he will, impart 
A yielding foftnefs to the hardeft heart. 
His pray'r was heard — to him (he turned her head^ 
And o*er her limbs the glow of life was fpread : 
Convinc'd at laft, he feels her pulfe beat high. 
And wanton feemM to roll her am'rous eye; 
Loosed was her toiigue, ihe was indeed a wife, 
And he no more cotnpW\n*d\fie v^antedUft, 

Lord Villiers admirably fupported the very difficult 
chara^r of Lord Townly, both as to voice, figure^ 
^dku^'and elocution : — He was eafy, animated, and 
graceful 4 — and perhaps the eharadler never appeared 
to more advantage in th^ hands of any performer, 
except Mr. Barry. If any part of his performancQ 
can be found fault with, he did not feem to expre& 
Sufficient? diipleafure in his cojantenance at his Lady's 
condudt ; but that is not to be wondered at, ^s Lad/ 
Viliiers never gives him reafon to pradtife it ; and 
without pradife it wasimpoHibLe to be feign ed^wliea 
the enchanting Mifs Hodges, in the chara^er of 
Lady Townly, .was fmiling before hip eyea. 

Wc "beg both Meffrs. Yates and Macklin's pardon^ 

HP^heo we fay we prefer Mr. Fury to either of them for 

C a a Sir 
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A Sir Francis Wronghcad; aijd if he could be prevailed 
upon to appear on either of the London Theatres^ 
9Vfi would advife the Managers to lofe no time in 
^riking a bargain with hira. 

Mr. Miiles, who filled the part of Manly, we are 
told frequently treads the fta^ at North Afton ; but 
iie is more ufed to Tragedy than C«medy ; it is a 
pity that the prompter did not put him in mind he 
svas ading Comedy that night ; but we have been 
informed^ that office was filled by a reverend Divine, 
^ho poffibly advifed him to make fo moral and fy 
{grave an appearance. 

It 16 to be regretted, that Count BaiTet was not 
^6ted by a perfon lefs delicate in his principles than 
J^rd Maiden ; for it required one more hackneyed in 
•he ways of the world, to do the Count that juftice 
which Vanbrugh intended him : however, let lis not 
forget to fay, that Lord Maiden was generally 
thought to aift as well as any of them, when he made * 
love to Mift J^snny. 

•Squire Richard was fo well performed by Mr. 

inflow, that we really imagined Lord Villiers was fo 

diflrefled for a gentleman performer, that he had 

Jjcen obliged to put up wit^ one of his young 

'l^ap^sin the country. Mr. Onflow did ib totally 

dmfi 
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divert himfclf of Ws own character, and entered* h 
thoroughly into that of 'Sqliire Richard, 

Captain Stewart, in the part of honeft John Moodyir 

was humorous and charadteriillc ; both his drefs and 

ftddrefs were eafy and natural : In fliort, the Captainr 

feemed to be perfe6ily at home in the character, 

though I fu{pe6^, fi*om his accentf that he was a little 

further north even than Yorkfliire* At the fame 

time one would fuppof.i from his r/i honp^mt^ that her 

wai not quite fo ht as the Cav&of Famiaer 

* 
Mr« Hodges would* have done Maniys ferranc; 

better if he could have kefpt hit gravity; but he ua-r 

fortunately laughed too much at his mailer. 

Lord Townly*8 fervant was a little too bafliful— ^ 
We are told he has a place at Court ; fo there arq 
ibme hopes he will mend of that fault by the timft 
be has beca a little longer there. 

So much for the Gentlemen ; now for the Ladies^ 

Mifs Hodges made an incomparable Ladjr 
Townly 2 — It is but common juftice to fay, that this 
Lady performed hep part in a llyle far fuperior to any 
thing we have ever feen on the Theatres. The 
VcautjT of her face, the melody of her voice, the 
C 3. elegaac^ 



t 34 J 

ticgaficc of her pcrfon ; her eyes amazingly tt^ 
preffive ! hereafy yet graceful deportment, were fuch 
as have never been united in any female who was an 
aftrefs by profeflion : One might juftly fay with 
Mrhon — ** Grace was in ayi her fleps, Heaven in her 
eye ; rii every geflure, dignity and fpiritl'*' 



«• 



Mifs Harvey, id Lady Wronghead, was as natiirat 
ii rould be exj)e^ed from a maiden Lady, who was to 
appear the mother of fuch well grown children ; and 
the truly maternal affection ihe feemed to ihew them, 
makes One regret that fhe has none of her own :— If 
Ae perform that part again, we would reipommend 
lefs motion of her body and eyes, and more of her 
arn\8« 

Modedy, and the fober joys of donofeffic life, could 
not be better expreffed than by Mifs Clarke, in Lady 
Grace. We will not fay flie was without a Fault ; 
for fhe did not exprefs near enough of feeling for her 
friend Lady Townly. 

The two Mifs Hopkins we have fecn to more 
advantage in various characters ; but, perhaps, th.ey 
did not think it necelTary to exert thexnfelves in a 
country company, 

Monfieur 



Monfieur le Teffier might with great reafon lii^r 
diiTatisiied, if we were to conclude without paying 
him that compliment which is due to his merit in tfitf 
ififter-piecc of Pygmalion ; \vc could enlarge upon 
it with pleafure^ were not Mr. Garrick alive;' but 
as he is, and we hope will long continue, we would' 
nor, * by invidious comparifons, difpleafe one by 
whom we. have been fo often plcafed ; however, thu« 
much we nHJ ft fay, that for juft, natural, lively, ex- 
preffive, aniiiiated a<5iion, we never faw any rival or 
competitor to our Englifli Rofcius, at leaft none that 
^ ought to give him the fmallcll degree of jcalouly, 
but Monfieur ie Teifier* 

Aftct the play, Lord Villiers entertained the coni-' 
pany with a moft elegant and fumptuous fupper, and 
a ball. There was a profufion of the choiceft wines, 
and mod exquifite viands : a«d it was a very doubtful 
pointy with the company, which they Ihould moft 
admire, his Lordfliip's elegant tafte, his engaging 
affabiifty, or his unbounded hofpitality. 

Every part of the entertainment was conducted 
^ith the grcateft propriety; and the moft -polite 
attention was paid to every perfon prefent. 
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SAID TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY LAmr 

B— — .T L E, ON SEEING THE PADLOCK ♦• 

PERFORMED AT WESTON, THE SEAT OP 't»li 
HENRY BRID6MAN, BART* 

In Albion's ifle, ere hoary Time grew old, 
The fairies wiihM a midnight feafl to hold ; 
A council caH'd of elves and fairy fprites^ 
The gliding revellers of ftar-light nights : 
The fubjeft ftrange requires a niccdebatcr 
To folve new doubts, and ev^ caution Hate ^ 
Where they (hould hold their gailj^^iportiye rftet^ 
Their fears all ca-m'd, the fairy queen invitei ; 
To Wefton's woods the bidden giiefts repair. 
Enchanting feat I of all that's wifely fair. 
The rural fcene with wonder ihcy revife, 
Eclips'd by nought but fair Eliza's f eyes ; 
Her pleafing form, and gentle winning grace. 
Breathe gay delight, ferene, o'er ev'ry place ; 
Redundant fmiles her dimpled cheeks difplay, 
And ileal e'en Envy'* venom'd (hafts away. 

• Leonora, - Mifs Pigott, "^ Daughters of Lord 

Mungo, - Mifs PIgott, / Pigotl. 

Lfander, •• Maftcr Henry Bridgman. 

I Xfula, - Mifs Bri^^maa 

t ^ y B— -n. . . 

Fairies. 
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Fairies and jealbiis mortals jointly own, 

the rofe not half fo fragrant, newly blown i- 

That Hybla's fweets amidft her trcfles play y 

She fofter, milder, fweeter far than they. 

The Fairy Queen relii6lant feels her powV,. 

And fteals to reft beneath a hawthorn flow'r : 

Firft bids her train the fair Eliza tend, 

Guard o*er her charms, and to them awful bend* 

Pleas'd with the charge, the blooming loves advance^ 

They (ing, they play, they weave the twining dance ^ 

They firft relate Diego's ill ftarr'd fate, 

In age lamenting for a youthful mate. 

Next they rehearfe the pangs of Henry's love, 

In ftrains as fmooth as Cytherea's dove; 

Thou lovely boy, no future pain fhall own. 

Love's pointed arrow Ihall by tliee be thrown, 

And Leonora love but thee alone. 



} 



Aid me, ye Nine, with fprightly lines to grace- 
The well ftole looks of Mungo's merry pace» 
Nor let the carefuIUrfula bemoan. 
My lays requite aU merit fave her own. 
You prov'd that Nature yet could rival Art, 
Forfenfe and judgment grac'd your perfc6^part. 
O beauteous maid, receive my bumble pray'r y 
May Fate ftill mark you fortunate as fair: 
May you in each new fcenc of bufy life. 
Play well the part of daughter, mother, wife; 
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Receive th' applaufc your merits juftly claim^ 

And yield to none in virtue or in fame. 

In that firil page let Patihull's fyren ihine, 

Her air prevailing, ar\d her voice divine ; 

Her dulcet lays and warbling notes proclaint 

Her blitheil Philomel of Weflon*8 plain. 

May Fairy pow'rs thefe picafing ftrains requite. 

Strew fragrant flow'rs, and tend your flocks by night r 

Shed o'er your virgin hours content and reft. 

And chace each aching forrow from your bread. 

The mafque was ended and the bufy crew, 
Eager of praife, to fair Eliza flew. 
With grace benign, to each (he juft decree* 
That with the wilh they gained the pow'r to pleafe ;. 
That each to Mab one acorn-cup (hould bear, 
To prove their merit bore an equal ftiare ; 
O'er the pale green they trip, and bounding ilray. 
No fportive fawn fo innocent and gay ; 
To the arch'd bow'r their acorn goblets bear, 
And wake their Queen, new conquefts to declare.. 
Jocund flie fprings, with joy their tribute vjews. 
Fills them with aether and ambroClal dews ; 
Then leads the feftive dance by Cynthia*s light. 
And by approving does their toils requite : 
Quick o'er their eye<lids fheds their languid juice, 
Diflill'dfrom cowflips for lov'd Oberon's ufe ; 
To bahny fleep they drop, by Mab infpir'd, 
'By all regretted^ and by all admic'd. 

PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

TO ALL FOR LOVE, ACTED AT BLEKHEIM-HOUSSy> 
IN THE SUMMER 1718. WRITTEIT BY BISHOP 
ilOADLEY, AND SPOKEN BY LADY BATBMAIT^ 
WBO ACTED CLEOPATRA. 

While ancient dames and heroes in us livci 
And fcenes of Love and War we here revive j 
Greater in each, in each more fortunate. 
Than all that ever ages paft call'd great ; 
O Marlbro' ! think not wrong that I thee name. 
And firft do homage to thy brighter fame. 
Beauty and Virtue with each other ftrovc 
To move and recompence thy early love ; 
Beauty with Egypt's Qiieen could never boaft, 
And Virtue fhe ne'er knew, or quickfy 16ft : 
A foul fo form'd and cloarh'd Heav*n muft defign,. 
For fuch a foul, and fuch a for-m as thine* 

■ i- 

But call'd from foft repofe, and Beauty's charms^ 
Thy louder fame is fpoke in feats of arms. 
The fabled ftories of great Philip's fon. 
By thy great deeds the world has feen outdone ; 
The Caefars that Rome boafted yield iheir bays,. 
And own, in juftice, thy fupcrior praife : 

C 6 Thcy^ 
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They fought the empire of the world to gam. 
But thou to break the haughty tyrant't chaii^ ; 
They fought t' enllave mankind, but thou to free 
Whole DatioDs from detefled fiavery : 
** Their guilty paths to grandeur taught to hate 
•' By Virtue, nor blufli for being great.'* 

This heap of ftones which Blenheim's palace frame^ 
Rofe in this fomi, a#monu0ieot to thy name ; 
This heap of flones muil crumble into land, 
Bfut thy great name ftiall thro'' all ages fland; 
In Fate's dark book I fee thy tong-liv'd name,. 
And thus the certain prophecy proclaim ^ 
'* One (hall arife whefliall thy deeds febearie,. 
** Not in arch*d roofs, or in fufpe&d verfcy 
^< But in plain annals of each glorious year, 
•* With pomp of Truth the ilory lliall appear r 
** Long after Blenheim's walls ihall mouldered lie, 
*< Or, blown by winds, to diflant eountries fly, 
** By him flrall thy great adions all furvi\'e, 
•* And by thy name fliall hi* be taught to live.' 

Ohr cherifh the remains of life ; furvey 
Thofe years of glory \i|hich can ne'er decay j 
Enjoy the befl reward below allow'd, 
The mcm'ry of paft aftioos great and good. 

LINE?, 
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WRITTEN ON SEEING LADY EAST TEVLt&HM THlt 
CHARACTER OF ALMERIA, IN THE MOURNING 
BRIDE, AT SIR WILLIAM EAST^S THEATRE^ 
AT BULL-PLACE, IN BERKS* 

In poliih'd Eaft's feir frame beholdt 
All that the Poets feign'd of old ; 
Her form as elegant and true 
As ever Grecian artift drew f 
Her trefles Nature's colour wear; 
Which (hew her iv'iy neck more fair. 
Mufic and energy unite 
To make her accents breathe delight i 
We feel her fympathetic pow'rs. 
And all Almeria's woes are ours* 

©N THE QJTEEn's PRES^ENTING MRS* THOMAfy 
THE BISHOP OF WINCHESTER'S LADY, WITH 
A HORSE AND CABRIOLE CHAIR, FOR HER 
AIRINGS IN BARN HAM-PARK* 

ANNO 11778* 

ThO' Snip the beft of Queens forfakes, 

To flarvc he's in no danger : 
At Court may be the higheil racks. 

But here's as deep a manger. 

Tht 
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ITbt BifHop, good and kind to all. 
Will keep him fat and thriving ; 

Already he has got a flail ^ 
And will have a good living. 



n>NSCRIFTJ0N FOR A BENCH BENBATH A PAVOVo 
RITE TREE. 

AVAUNT! ye noify fons of wine^ 
Nor round your brows my rofes twine : 
*Twas not fot you that Flora here 
BcftbwM'thofe beauties of the year. 

But ye, who Social converfe love,> 
Gr ye whom fofter paffions move, 
Come pafs with me the carelcfs day, 
Or in my groves in freedom flray, 

- "Eoryou this verdant turf is fpread, 
"For you this beach here rears its head,, 
Foryou has Flora fcatter'd here 
The varied beauties of the year.. 



3ir 
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ttl THE CHXTRCH-YARD OF BROMLEY| INDENT*. 

JVEITTEN BY THE LATE JOHN HAWKESWORTH^ 
L, L. D, 

Near this place lies the body- of 

ELIZABETH MON K,. 

ivhO' departed this life on the 17th day of Aug, 17539. 

aged loir 

She waa the Widow of John Monk| late of this pariih| 

blackfmith, 

her fecpnd hufband^ 

to whom (he had been a wife near fifty years.^ 

By him ihe had no children ; 

and of the iiTue of her firfl marriage none lived to the 

fecond. ■ 

But virtue 

.would not fuffer her to be childlefs. 

An infant, to whom, and to whofe father and uncles, 

file had been nurfe, 

(fuch is the uncertainty of temporal poflerity !) 

became dependent upon flrangers for the neceflaries of 

life; 

to him fhe afforded the pvotedlion of a mother. 

This parental charity was re turned with filial affection ; 

and fhe was fupported in the feeblenefs of age 
by him whom file had cherifhedia the helplefnefii of 
infanqr* 

Let 
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Lit IT BB REMEMBERRO^ 

^hat there is no ftation in which induftry will not 

obtain power to be liberal, 

jior any character on which liberality will not confer 

Honour. 

She had been long prepared, 

by a fimple and unaffedled piety,- 

Jbr l^at awful moment which, however defayed, i^' 

univerfally fure. 

Ifow few are allowed an equal time of probation f 

Howmany by their lives appear toprefume upon morcF 

To preferve the memory of this perfon, 

but yet more to perpetuate the lelTon of her life,,. 

tthls Stone was eredtcd by voluntary contribution^ 



IN THB CATHEDRAL AT BRISTOlt. 



IN MEMORY or MRS.. MASON, WHO DIEP AT Tfir 
H0TW£I:L6, IN 1 767. 



jPaKE, holy earth, all that my foul holds dear^ 
Ta^ce that bcft gift which Heav'n fo lately gave : 

To Briftors fount I bore, with trembling care,. 
Her faded form : fhe bow'd to taile the wave. 



And 
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And died. Does youth, does beauty, read the line I 

Does fympathetic fear their breails alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria f breathe a ftrain divine : 

Ev*n from the grave thou flialt have pow'r to cbarm; 
Bid them be chafte, be innocent, like thee ; 

Bid them in duty's fphere as meekly move ; 
And, if fo fairy from vanity as free, 

As firm in friendihip, and as fond in Love : 
Tell them, though 'tis an awful thing to die^ 

(Twas ev'n to thee) yet the dread path once trodi 
Heav'n lifts its everlafting portals high, 

And bids ** the pure in heart behold their God.'^ 

W. Mason* 

EPITAPH • 

PW MISS DRUMMOND, DAUGHTER OF THE ARCHj^^ 

BISHOP OP YORK, 

STMR. MASON, 

Here flecps-what once was beauty, once wasgracCf 
Grace, that with fenfe and tendernefs combined 

To form that harmony of foul and face. 
Where Beauty ihines the mirror of the mind* 

^ch. 



I 46 ] 

^ch was the maid, who, in the mora of youthy " 
In virgin innocence, in Nature*8 pride, 

Bleft with each art which owes its charm to Truth^ 
Sunk in her father's fond embrace, and dy'd. 

He weeps I — Oh venerate the holy tear I 
Faiths lends her aid to eafe Affiidlion's load i 

The parent mourns his child upon her bier, 
The Chrifiian yields an Angd to his God* 

A FRAGMENT ON AN EPIC POEM,. 

BY MISS AXKZK. 

tENT BY THAT LADY TO DR. FRXE8TLEY, Off 
THE MORNING 8VCCEEDINO THE EVfiNiNO'S 
LOSS OP A GAME AT CHESS. 

[Tliefe are the Verfes which the Monthly Reviewers^^ 
fo juftly regret were omitted in the publiflied Col* 
ledlion of Mifa Aikin's Poems,] 

When now the hoftile maid refus'd to yield,. . 
"The honours of the well difputed field ; 
When her firm phalanx, wedg'd in clofe array, 
Trefs'd tow'rds the gaol, and t«rn'd the doubtful day. 

The 
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The knight dcfpair'd by open force to gate 
Vidorious laurels on the chequer'd plain : 
And long revolv'd, within his wily breaft. 
What friendly pow'r would aid his conqueft beft.- 
DifirefsM by doubt, and urg*d by deep defpair. 
At length to Morpheus he addrefs'd his pray'r f 
A gentle, harmlefs, inoffenfive pow'r, 
And ne'er invok'd in fighting fields before. 
He turn'd, obfervant to the fetting fun, 
Thrice yawn'd, and his petition thus begun r 

** O thou ! whofe equal, mild, and grateful fway, 
'•• The wretched welcome, and the great obey, 
** If e*er, with murmur'd fpells of magic founds 
•• I've fpread thy empire ev'n on holy ground, 
** *Till drowfy vapours crept from pew to pew, 
** *Till all the nodding audiente bow'd to you, 
'' And huilg their heads like flow'rs beneath 

** dew ; 

*• In conflant flumbers fcal thofe hoftile eyes, 
•• And let my troops th' unwary fee furprize. 
** My grateful hand to thee Ihall confecrate. 
** An ample folio, of flupetidous weight. 
*• Words of fuch. opiate virtue Ihall compofe^ 
*• The foporific, foft, lothean dofe j 
•' No mortal eye-lids Ihall refill the charm, 
^^ No Dutchman's phlegm againfi: its influence armr. 

*' Thy 
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^* Tl|y moft rtijcllious fubje6ts then fhall know 
" Thy po\r'r, and to thy leaden fceptre bow !** 

He faid, when Morpheus from a cloud defcendSi 
And o'ier the female chief his wand extends ;^ . 
Then from her eye the martial ardour fled*, 
And ev*ry projc^ vanifh'd from her head, 
SheyawnSy (he nods, do more overlooks the field", 
lo leaden, deepi and death-like (lumbers feard* 

Now, fcatterM wide, her broken fquadrons fly^ 
Nobles and pawns in wild diforder lie. 
Ruin fucceeds, confuiion, iliameful flighty 
And her pal« troops grew paler with affrighf ;' 
While ardent Hope the conquering bands o'erfpreadt' 
With a new flufh of more enlivened red. 
At length the Q^ieen, the captivM Q^een is loft^ 
And infiant fate o'erwhelms the fcatter'd hofh. 

So when Ulyfles, from the Trojan realm. 
Ten weary nights had waken*d at the helm f 
Juft as his native fhorc falutes his eyes, 
And Ithaca's blue hills in profped rife ; 
By Sleep's refifllefs charms the chief opprefs'dj^ 
Exhaufled, iinks to momentary refV, 
Back o'er the bounding waves the veflel flew^ 
Aq4 tfimptit tofs'd his Ihatter'd bark anew.. 

But 
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Sut Morpheus, ever prone to raife th* opprcfsM, 
To foothc the fad, and fuccour the diftrefs*d, 
Around the vanquifhM maid's inglorious head^ 
With lenient care, his downy pinions fpread ; 
Flac'd her by rural groves and chryftal flreams. 
And footh'd her fancy with aufpicious dreams. 
Cheer*d with frefh hopes, flie veiws the morning light^ 
And burns with ardour to renew the fight, 

T H E P L E I A D E Si 
» « « * 

Wl T H Devon's girl fo blithe and gay, 

I well could like to fport and play : 

With J — rfey would the time beguile^ , 

And laugh and titter, fneer and fmile*; 

With B— V— xie I fliould like to fin^, 

With D I could only grin 5 

With C— 1— He wifdom's p\^fx pur(ue« 

With-i-M— — — I would nQthjJii^ do ^ 

To this vain town Vd bid adieu^^ 

To pafs my life, and thin^ vrit]|;i Qrew^ji 
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-THE PLANET8-A COMPANION TO l^E PLEIADEti^ 

W^ltH charming Cholmondeley well one might 
Pafs all the day and half the night ; 
From Montagu's more fertile mind, 
Perpetual fourcc of pleafure find ; 
Of Tully*s Latin, Homer's Greek, 
With learii'd Carter I could fpealc : 
While to politenefs, wit and fenfe^ 
Oreville can teach indifference : 
With grave Macaulcy I'd debate - 
The means to fave a finking ftate : 
With Thrale converfe in pureft ea^ 
Of letters, life, and languages ; 
But if I dare to talk with Crewe^ 
My hpart, my peace, my eafe— adieu 

Z.ADY CRAYfiK, OK DREAMING SHE SAW fl£IL 

HEART AT HER FEET* 

SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY HERSELF.* 

When Nature, tirM with thought, was funk to reft. 
And all my fenfes were by fleep paflef&M, 

• It has beer* Hkcwife a (bribed to Madame de Vauclufc, gouver- 
lunte M her Ladylhip's childrea* 

Sweet 
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Sweet deep ! that balmy comfort brin^ ^ 

AHktfio beggars and defpotic kings ; 

I direamt of peace I never felt beforev 

I dreamt my heart was lying on the floor. 

I view'd itj ftrange to tell I with joyful eycs^ 

And, ftranger (till, without the lead furprlfe i ^ 

Elated with the fight, I fmiling fat. 

Exulting o'er the vidtim at my feet; 

But icon with words of anguifh thus addrefs'd 

This painful, fweet difturber of my bread : ' 

** Say, bufy, lively, trembling, hopping thing, 

** What new difafler hail thou now to bjjng, • . . ' 

•* To torture with thy fears my tender fr^me, ^ 

** Who muft for all her ills thee only blame ? 

•* 5peak now, and tell me why, ungi'ateful gued, 

^* For ten years paft thou haft denied me reft ? 

*• That in my bofom thou waft nurs'd, 'tis true, ' 

** A4id with my life and with my ftature grew. 

** At firft fo fmall were all thy wants, that I 

•* Vainly imagin'd I could ne'er deny 

<* Whatever thy fancy aik'd.*— Alas ! but now 

*' I find thy wants my ey'ry ftnfe outgrow : 

•* And ever having, ever wantinjr more, 

•• A pow'r to pleafe, to give, or to adore. 

•* Say, why -like other hearts doft thou not bear 

** With callous apathy each worldly care ? 

'* Why doft thou ftiriek at Envy's horrid cries ? 

^ in thee Compaffion Hatred's place fupplics. 

** Why 



** tVhy not with malice treat maliciouf men ? 

** Why ever pky where thou ihould^ft condemn ? 

** Why, at the hearing of a difmal tale, > 

^* Dbft thou with forrow turn my vifage pale ? 

^* Why^ wlien difirefs in any fliape appears, 

** Doft tlioa diflbke my very foul in tears ? 

<« Why in thy fecret folds is Friendlhip bred? 

^* In otherheartsits very name is dead. 

*** Why, if keen wit and learned fenfe draw nigh, 

^^ Doft thou with emulation beat fo high ? 

*^ And While approving wifh to be approved, 

** And whi^n you love wifti more to be belov*d? 

-** Why oot^ in .cold indifPrence ever clad, 

** Alike umiiOT'^ regard the goo.d and bad ? 

^* Why doft- thou wafte my youthful bloom with car e|^ 

^* And faerMice myiclf, that I may fhare 

^^ Piftrefs in others? Why wilt thou adorn 

^* Their days with rofes, and leave me a thorn?** 

But here I faw it heave an heavy Jfigh, 
And thus^ in fweetefl founds it did reply : 

** Ah^ ceafe, Eliza ! ceafc thy fpeech unjuft^ 
*« Thine heart has e'er fulfiU'd it^ facred truft, 
•* And ever will its tender manfion ferve, 
** Nor can it this reproach from thee deferve; 
'** Ag^nfl my didlates murmuring have I found, 
^* Which thus has laid me bleeding on the ground, 

*^ Cpmpp.xiR 
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•^^ Compare thyfclf in this fame hour deprivM 

** Of this foft heart, from whence are all deriv'J 

** The fame bewitching graces which aciorn, 

■** And make thy face appear like beauteous nwrn^ 

** With me its brilliant ornaments are fled, 

** And all thy features, like thy foul, are dead. 

^* 'Tis I that make thee other's pleafure fliare, 

** And in a lifter's joy forgot thy care; 

^* 'Tis by my di6tates thou art taught to find 

^* A godlike pleafure in a godlike mind ; 

** That mafkes thee oft relieve a ftranger's woes, 

** And often fix thofe friends that would be foes. 

** 'Tis I that treml)lingly have taught thine ear 

** To cherifh mufic ; and 'tis I appear 

** In all its fofteft drefs, when to the hearts 

** Of all beholders my dear voice imparts 

** Harmonic ftrains : 'tis not becaufe 'tis fine, 

** For ev'ry note that's felt is furely mine. 

** In fmootheft numbers all that I indite, 

** For 'lis I taught thy fearful hand to write; 

** My genius has with watchfjil carefupplied 

•* What Education to thy fcx denied ; 

*' Made Sentiment and Nature all combine 

** To melt the reader in each flowing line, 

** *Till they in words this feeling truth impart, 

** She needs no more who will confult the heart ; 

** And own, in reading what is writ by thee, | 

•*^ No flndy ever could improve like me. 

Vol. VI. ^ D And 
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*^ And when thy bloom 18 gone, thy beauty flow»« 
^^ And laughing Youth to wrink!ed Age is grown^ 
*' Thy adtioni, writings, frlendfliip, which I gave, 
*^ Still (hall remain, an age beyond the grave. 
^* Then do not thus difplac*d let me remain, 
** But take roc to thy tender breaft again/* 

** Yes, foft perfuadcr, (I returnM) I will r 
*< And if I am deceived, deceive me ft ill," 

Seduc'd T was in hade ; then ftooping low. 
Soon reinftated my fweet, pleafing foe ; 
And, waking, found it had nor lefs nor more 
Tb^n all thp joys, the pangs it had before, 

ADDRESS TO LADY CRAVEN's HEART, 

No wonder, little fluttering thing, 
That you fo foon fhould leap and fpring 
To Craven's fair and beauteous breaft, 
Where gods themfelves would wi(h to reft ! 
But te'l me, trifier, tell me, why 
You could from fuch a manfion fly. 
Where ev'ry virtue you'd in ftore ? 
;Mifer — what could you wilh for more ? 
, f ay, d ci you long at will to roam, 
^d quite forfake your pative hom^ ? 
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Of had you been too clofe confin*d, 

And for fwect Liberty you pin'd ? 

Oh ! had I found you in fome grove, 

Caiket of Friendihip and of Love ! 

I'd place thee, wand*ring heart ! —by mine j 

Uniting both with Friendfhip's twine 2 

Of fuch a jewel — fafe pofleft. 

Not worlds iliould tear thee from my breafl ; 

Exulting round the rural plains, 

Boaft of the prize— to nymph? and fwains* 

But hufli ! — my ruftic mufe! — nor dare 

To wifh a friend fo great, fo fair ; 

For vain will all thofe wiflies prove, 

Then hide thee in thy lonely grove ! 

But if fair Craven e'er fliou'd flfay. 

By my lone cottage bend her way, 

rd lead her to my fhady feat, 

And lay my hearty too— at her feet ! 

Which, if (he'd condefccnd to view. 

She'd find it conflarit, firm, and true; 

To welcome her with many a bound, 

Twould leap with joy — and dance around ! 

OXIVIA, THE HUMBLE CoTTAGER, 
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TO tADY craven's HEART, LYING ON THE 
FLOOR, 

Return \ thy native bofom grace, 

Where charms unnumber'd play ; 
fit rival to its kindred face. 

So beautifully gay. 

Once more, Oh ! let the trio meet, 

Never again to part ; 
Of all thy fex, who boafts fo fwcet 

A bojfom, face, or heart, 

p. Franzel. 

^e^r Rejidln^, Aug. i«, 1780. 



THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AUTHORESS. 

On the top of the flowV-deck'd poetical mount, * 
A tenth Mufe, I dare, fans offending, to count, 

/\ polio who no way difgraces ; 
~^I:i her wit her nine fillers by far flie excells, 
For charras flie out-rivals the firfl of our belles. 

United in her all the Graces. 
•' I know her full well, cries the Cyprian Queen, 
/* *Tls Crave::, my favVite beauty, you mean, 

* Parn.iOlr. 

EPILOGUE,* 



t S7 1 
E P i L O G .U E, * 

IJPOKEK BY MRS. WOFFINOTON, AT THE OPElJf- 
TNG OF THE THEATRE IN DRURY-LANE, 

%Y DR. SAMUEL JOHNSOI^. 

Sweet doings, truly ! we arc finely fobb'd I 
And at one flroke of all our pleafures robb'd f 
JVtf kakx hthind thi/ccnes!'^W% innovation ! 
Under the fpecioui nanne of reformation ! 
PuhUc C^mplaint^ forToothi ii made a puffV 
Senfei order, decency, and fuch like Auffr 
But argunoenta like thefe are mere pretence^ 
The Beaux, 'tis known, ne'er give the leafl offencei 
Are men of chafteft condu6t, and amazing fenfe I 
Each adtrefs now a lock*d«up nun muft be. 
And prieflly managers muil keep the key. 
1 know their felfi(h reafona ; tho*^ they tell uf. 
While fmarts, and wits, and other pretty fellow*. 
Murmur their paffions to our fluttering hearts. 
The ftage Hands ftill, and we negledt our part8» 
But how miftaken in this filly notion I 
We hear 'em talk without the leafi: emotion. 

• Sfcthe Prologue \n Dodflcy's Collcaion, Vol; t. 

D 3 Juft, 
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Juft, as our tea, we fip each tender ftrain. 
Too weak to warm the heart, or reach the brajn# 
If h'armlefs, why are we debarred our rights ? 
Damfels diftrefs'd have ever found their knightf. 
Shall we, the Dulcineas of the flage, 
In vain afk fuccour in this fighting age ? 
Will you, choice fpirits, who dire(ft the town, 
Suft'er fuch impofitions to go down ? 
Can it be thought this law will everpafsy 
While doors are only wood, and windows glafs ? 
Beiides, our play-houfe guards are pai&ve men : 
Strike without fear; they muft not flrike again. 
Ev*n Fribble here, to draw hit fword may venture^ 
May curfe the Creters, beat his man, and enter— 
The jealous Moor not roars in louder ftrains, 
Than all our nymphs forlofs of abfent fwains— 
•* We had been happy, tho' the houfe had fail'd^ 
•* Maflers and all, had not this fcheme prevailed* 
"** For ever now farewel the plumed beaux, 
** Who make ambition to confift in cloath*. 
•♦ Farewel coquetry, and all green-room joys, 
** Ear-thrilling whifpcrs, Deard's deluding toys, 
** Soul-melting flatt*ry, which ev*n prudes can move^ 
** Sighs — tears— and all the circumflance of love, 

*« Farewel! 

** But oh ! ye dreadful critics, whofe rude throats 
** Can make both play Vs and matters change their 
aotcs^ 

" 'Ti3 
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'^ * ris iii your pow*r— you any lengths will fUn^ 
•• Help us ; or eife— *our occupation's gone/' 



VERSES 

AT THE REQJJEST OF A dENTLBMAK TO WHOM 
A LADY HAD OIV&N A tPRI& OF MYHTLIi 

BY THI liMfi. 

WHAT hopei, whut tcrrori doei thjr gift ertatet 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain Fate t 
The myrtle (eniign of fupreme commnndi 
ConfignM by Venus to MeliiTa^s hand) 
Not lefs capricious than a reigning fair^ 
Oft favours, oft rejcfts a lover's prayV i 
In myrtle (hades oft fings the happy fwain, 
In myrtle fliades defpairing ghofis complain | 
The myrtle crowns the happy lovers heads, 
Th* unhappy loveri graves the myrtle fpretdt | 
Oh ! then the meaning of thy gift impart, 
And eafe the throbbings of an anxious heart ; 
Soon mud this bough, as you ibiU &x his doom^ 
Adorn Philander's bead, or grace bis tomb* 
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VERSES 

CN THE APPROACH OF WIN TEX., 
^Y THE SAME. 

Autumnal leaves apace do fade, 
And Winter fliows its hoary head, 

With clouds and winds auftere: 
Tt^* enameird flow'r in earth is laid,. 
And lies conteal'd in Nature's bed, 

'Till Sol revolves the year* 

The feather'd throng prepare for flighty 
The woods ho flielter yield at night ; 

Unrob*d their bow'rs appear : 
The fportfman views, with true delight, 
The new-reap'd fields expofe to fight 

The haunts of tim'rous hare. 

To town, my Lord, with eager hafle 
Repairs, and makes his dwelling-place 

At Arthur's or at White's : 
Nor time her Ladyfhip doth wafte, 
:Biit feeks the route Ihe oft hath grac'd, 
And (hone at whift whole nights* 



The 
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The ftreels (hall now with flambeaux blaze ;^ 
The gay refort to balls and plays, 

And Winter's joys poflefs | 
While fons of mirth in roundelays,. 
At fcftive board their voices raife, 

And Bacchus' pow'r confefs* 

The foldier now, from direful War, 
Retires with honourable fear,. 

With Galia to engage : 
While (he, more bright than morning ftar,.^ 
PoffefsM with ev'ry grace and air, 

Unequal War doth wage. 

The Pluralift, with fimp*ring cheek. 
And flail -fed ikin fo fmooth and fleek,^ 

His ty thing circuit ends : 
Tho* tythes he once a year doth feek, 
His Curate preaches once a week. 

But oft with poor amends : 

The Redor touches all the pelF, 
And Curate flarves t'enrich himfelf, 

God's word is Mahimon made: 
While he, a lazy pamper'd elf, 
Scarce pulls a- book from off the flielf : 

His function is a trade. 

D 5 The 
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The Dodbr, juft at death arriv^tlv 
Fearing of fee to be depriv'd, 

Ere ended is the farce ; 
To finilh recipe he fkriv'd, 
That done, or live or die he*s brib-d,, 

Afliir'd it is his laft. 



ELEGY 

ON CHE DEATH OP DR, ROBERT lETET. 
BY THE SAMS. 

Condemned to Hope's delufive mine^ 
A%on we toil from day to day, 
By fudden blails, jor flow decline, 
Our fecial comforts drop away. 

Well tried thro' many a varying year,. 
See Levet to the grave dcfcend ; 
Officious, ifinocent, fincere, 
Of evVy friendlefs name the friend.- 

Yet fiill he fills AfFeaion's eye, 
Obfcurely wife, and coarfely kind i 
Nor, letter'd Arrogance, deny 
Thy praife tO merit unrefin'd* 
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When fainting Nature calFd for aid, 
And hov'ring Death prepar'd the blowr 
His vigorous remedy difplay'd 
The pow'r of Art without the fhow* 

In Mis'ry^s darkcft caverns known, 
His ufeful care was ever nigh ; 
Where hopelefs Angpifh pour'd his groan y. 
And lonely Want retired to die,^ 

No fumnjions mocked by chill dcFay, ^ 

No petty gain difdain'd by pride ; 
The modcft wants of evVy d^y, 
The toil of ev*ry day fupplied. 



r 



His virtues walked their narrow round, 
Nor made a paufc, nor left a void ; 
And fure th* Eternal Mafler found 
His iingle talent well employed. 

The bufy day, the peacefiil nighty 
Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 
His frame was firm, his powers were bright^ 
Tho' now his eightieth year was nigh* 

Then with no throbbing fiery pain, 

No cold gradations of decay, , 

Death broke at once the vital chain, ' 

And fiorc'd his foul the neareft way* 

D 6 ID If 
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ON A PINCUSHION. 

Of all the trinkets that the toilet grace, 
The PiQcuihion dcferves the higheft place* 
When balls or operas invite the fair. 
How could fhe fet her knots, or curl her hair, 
Did not th* iipportant pin each air fupply. 
Subduing fhibborn plaits that fland awry ? 
The little pin ftill finds an ufeful place 
In mobs, in lappets, and in Bruifels lace : 
The modeft Pilgrim o*er the ihoulders draws,. 
Or from the well-plac'd peeper gains applaufe ^ 
In every office it performs is bleft,. 
Now to her eye is neareft, now her breaft. 

Others may io the milliner repair, 
But Sylvia deigns not to he furnifh'd there : 
Cupid himfelf fupplies her magazines. 
And works his pointed arrows into pins : 
No wonder ev'ry look fhouM wound a heart,, 
£&ch Corkin that adorns her.is a dart» 
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ON AU.RELIA SLEEPING, 

WRITTEN BY A YOUTH AT THE AGK OF FIFTEEK%> 

r. 

See ! where the brijght Aurelia liei* 

lo yonder vi'Iet fmelling bow'r; 
Sleep, gentle Sleep, has clos'd here7.es^ 

Ye Cupids ! guard the happy hour». 

n. 

Zephyrs ! play foft around her bread j: 

Fan from her lips the iipping fly, 
That dares fuch beauty to moleft, 

At whofe command I live or die* 

IIL- 

Silence! ye feather'd, warbMing throng I' 

Awhile your harmony forbear; 
Awhile fbfpend each rural fong, 

Left you awake my fleeping fair* 

IV. So 
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IV. 

So may jrou never^ never hear 

The gun dread-founding thro* #he air,^ 
So may you never, never fear 
^ The cruel fchool-boy's limy fnare. 

THE GIRDLE QF VENUS^^ 

A FAB&S FROM THB •ABfiJC*. 
FOR GR9WN LADIES, 

When Jupiter^s high mettl'd dame 
(As we read in Dan Homer the ftory) 

Had a mind his cold bread to inflame, 
And to fhine with additional glory. 

She orderM her peacocks and car, 
And then flew to the Queen of the dovcft. 

Who liv'd from her palace not far, 
In the mid ft of the Graces and Loves. 

•• Dear Venus,'^ thus flowM her fmooth fpeech^ 
** Prythee lend me your ceilud to-day, 

*' To repair a fmall conjugal breach ; 
*' And be quick, for 1 foon rauft away— 
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** I muft h^e to unite a good pair, 
" Who toolr care of mc when I wa» yotiitg^,^ 

** And each other now hardly can bear, 
•* Having both been by Jegloufy ilung.**^ 

Her fecret defign fhe couceal*d,^ 

(So jfhould women ad when thcy*re mamcdX 
For fhe knew if it once was revealed, 

It would foon round Olyn^pus be carrie()«<^^ 

The blithe Goddefs not gueffing her drift. 
On her wafte tied- the ceftus of pleafure,. 

And the cloud-ruler's fitter,, then fwift 
As his eagle, whiri'd off with her treafure»^ 

In this girdle was curioufly ftiteh*d 
The attradions which toying infpirCy. 

And moreover, ^twas finely enriched 
With all arts to re-kindle defire^ 

In this girdle, good-humour and eafe. 

Sweet words and fond looks were cxp^cf8^J>. 
A perpetual endeavour to pleafe, 

And a face with gay fmiies ever drefsM* 

1. 

Poffefs'd of fo rich a machine. 

She was 6ager its virtues to try. 
And then leaving the love-darting Queen, 

Shot a thoufand bright beams from each eyet 

To 
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To the ThundVer the then, as by chance, 
Half her beauties with cunning difplay'd, 

From her eye (hot a languiihing glance, 
And then glided away like a fliade* 

But fhe dazzlM the eyes of grim Jove, 
Who embrac'd her with conjugal arms^ 

And within a delicious alcove, 
^e eojoy'd with new fpirit her charms; 

Ye wives, lend an ear to this fample 

Of the Grecian bard's ihrewdnefs and art,. 

And by politic Jjuno's example, 
Learn, to conquer a hulband's cold heartv- 

WhcB the paffion of Lovers in its wane^ 
And ye ceafe to be objedts of joy,. 

Ye muft try the cold heart to regain. 
By thofe beauties which never will cloy.. 

THE PIGEON'S CHOJCE,^ 

To ev'ry fair a pigeon rov^d. 
By ev*ry fair alike belov'd : 
Where'er he flew, the female train 
Fraftife their wile9 his heart to gain ; 



Biidle 
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Bridle the neck^ at>d till and coo» 
And imitate what women do. 
At length he found that too nauch jo/^ 
Muft foon his vigVous health dcftroy; 
So thought it prudent to give over, 
AfTume the hufband, drop the lover. 

At fir(^, the Fan-tail nymph he tries^ 
Who, in a moment, met his eyes : 
Her heart exults with inward pride^ 
And Fancy fix'd her for his bride. 
Secure of conquefi^ {he negleded 
The real charms the youth expe^ed. 
No gentle manners, no conceffion t 
Aji muft be left to her difcretion : 
Whilft vanity and affcAation 
Supplied the place of fenfe and ftation* 
•* He could not anfiVer to his confclence, 
** To be confinM to pride and nonfcnfe : 
** A iniilrefs thus was right and civil, 
«* But, in a wife, they were the devil V^ 
So left the nymph to ftrut alone, 
Regardlefs of her idle moan. 

The Carrier, a pigeon fleck, 
With ruddy bill, and fnowy neck. 
Caught his defires ; but yet the dame 
iiad but a fort of doubtful famct 
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He iaw {lie rambled round the ooun ty^ 
And guefs'd (he might difpcrfe her bounty. 
He knew fhe feldom kept the houfe, 
And ne^ds muil make a wretched fpoufe* 
Never at eafe but on the wing ! 
So dropt the airy giddy thing. 

The Cropper ncxt| a ftately fair ! 
CIaim*d his nffedtion and liis care i 
But, to his forrow, foon he found 
Her principles and mind unfound* 
She boafted much her great defcent, 
>* She was not for the vulgar meant s 
" Yet fhe would yield to his requeft, 
** Provided he would make her neft. 
" Her noble limbs were quite unfit 
»^ To do the drudgery of a cit.*' 
He rais'd his head, his anger grew. 
Flapping his wings, away he flew. 

An hundred other forts he tried. 
Some promisM fair, fome half denied ; 
But what rais'4 moft his indignation, 
Was Pride deep fixM by Education. 

Clofe in a farmer's yard he faw 
The Common Pigeon^ deep in draw r 



JU 



[ 71 3, 

He view'd her raodeft humble mien, 
Her beauteous feathers neat and clean : 
He faw her earning hard her food, 
And thought Ihc'd bring a healthy brood. 
His judgment fix'd her in his mind, 
He lov'd and courted, — (he provM kind* 
Of her poflefs'd, he found how vain 
Were all the trilling, giggling train. 
No gadder flie, no affeftation! 
No airs to give his mind vexation ; 
Her thoughts were wholly on him bent, 
Studious in all to give content. 
With pleafure on his bill fee hung. 
Then hatch'd her eggs, or fed her young i 
With her he found the charms that give 
The blifs, that makes it blifs to live. 



T9 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD VISCOUNT^. 
PULTENEY. ^ 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 15^47, AT WESTMINSTER* 
SCHOOL. 



BY GEORGE COLMAN« 



To you, my Lord, thefc lines I write. 
Left you forget poor Coley quite, 

(Wh3 
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(Who flill is drudging in the College^ 
In flow purfuit of further knowledge : 
With many a cruel lafti his — on, 
To make him fome time hence a parfon f 
A judge, perhaps,, or a phyfician, 
Scrolling on RatclifiEe's exhibition.) 

While you with- foreign monarchs dine^ 
Or fnp with princes crofs the Rhine ; 
Idle your hours in lazy flate^ 
Juft as forgetful as you're great ; 
Ramble to ev'ry court your rounds, 
Draw when you pleafe an hundred pounds f 
Defpife expence, and drcfs out tawdry, 
In cloaths of lace, and gay embroidery f 
Shine at the ball, and briikly dance, 
As tho' you had been bred in France. 
J hear too that your conflant trade is 
To ogle and enfnare the ladies, 
Whofe hearts, unwary, fire like tinder, 
And wafte away by love t*a cirvder, 
Whilft you are glad to fee your pridie 
On all occaiions gratified. 
And difregard your friends at London,. 
Not caring tho* they're hang'd or undonct. 
** But hold (you cry) why this abufe ? 
Pray hearken, Sir, to my excufe^ 
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Nor hurry with impetuous thought. 

To blame your friend, ere he*s in fault. 

At th' Hague we had not time to reft us, 

Difturbances did fo moleft us 5 

For you muft know,jthefe fcoundrel Dutch 

Rebel, for being tax*d too much. 

Loyal and paflive we obey on, 

And bear all taxes they can lay on. 

The Britifh Lion now is couchant. 

Grumbling, perhaps, but won't make much on*t j 

Taking with patient refignation, 

Whate'er's inipos'd upon the nation. - 

In camp too, I'd but little leifure, 

My time was fo fill'd up with pleafure. 

With all old fchool-fellows fo dear, 

And Albemarle and Ligonier, 

That I had fcarce an hour to fpare. 

The Duke too (hew'd me a review. 

All that, at that time, he could do; 

For you rauft know, at prefent writing. 

Our armies have all done with fighting. 

From hence to Hanover we went, 

Liv'd in a round of merriment. 

I had no time to fcribble letters, . 

To you, dear Coley, or your betters.'* 

My Lord, you're right, and we from hence 
Will Quite o'erlook your »eglicencc» 

But; 



i 
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But, /ans offence, may I enquire. 
In what the preient hours expire ? 
What pleafure or what ftudy beft 
Your temper fuits, may I reqnefl ? 
I hear in Uw you're a proficient ; 
And other learning have fufficient ; 
Can folve a problem mathematic. 
And read with eafe a Greek dramatic j 
You're ikill'd in hvftory enough ; 
Of algebra have quantum fuff* 
And are, by learned mens' tuition, 
The quinteflencc of erudition ,• 
So vers'd in all that can be nam'd^ 
Ifis and Cam are qv^ite adiam'd. 
And all their fcholars are downright fiob. 
To fee themfelves outdone at Leipfick. 
Tho' I have long with ftudy mental / 
Labour'd at language Oriental, 
Yet, in my foil, the Hebrew root 
Has fcarcely made or4e fingle flioot. 

I've now broke up, but have a tafk tho* 
Harder than your's with Mr, Mafcow ; 
For mine's as knotty as the devil, 
Your law and matter both are civil ; 

ith milder meatis to learning lead, 
*iff*rcnt roads, with diff'rent fpeed, 
las and you keep gently jogging, 
muft run the race with flogging. 

ASHTED 
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AS H T E D C O T,* 

TiR'D with the noifc and fmokc of town,% 
Its crowded fireets arid fumptuous fare. 

To Afhted Cot we oft Ileal down : 
Who wifh for Peace may find her there. 

There flretch the ample profpe^ta wide, 

Fields, woods, down, hills andfpires appear j 

The tempting walk, the grateful ride, 
Invite thro' all the varied year. 

Or there, or no where can be found. 

Health, ever rofy, ever gay ; ^ 
Content there tills his narrow ground, 

And lings the toils of life away. 

No foreign dainties glitter there ; 

Yet rural plenty there is known ; 
The home-rear'd poultry's oft your fare, 

And mutton fed on jB^nfted Down. 

Tlic garden, hemm'd in little fpace, 
• Is glad its herbs and fruits to fend ; 
Ne'er is forgot the thankful grace, 
Nor wine totoaft the abfent friend. 

♦ A viUa belonging to T— T— -, Efq. A lilted is a fmall 
village between Epfom and lieathcrhead, in Surry, 

Nor 



t 76 3 

tJar Party's voice, nor Faction's roar. 
Their baleful influence there have flted|' 

Ill-nature never op'cl the door, 
Nor Spleen once darM to (hew her head. 

Yet books their moral Aore difplay. 
And focial wit and chat go round ; 

The mufe there tunes her ruftic lay, 
And Leifure loves th^ enchanted ground, 

Thd* Pride on humble fcenes looks down, 
And longs In pomp to pafs the hours, 

There are, who gladly quit the town. 
For tranquil joys in Ailited b©w*is^ 



THE DYING RAKE^s SOLILOQyY, 

BY DR. BARTHOLOMEW, 

In the fever of Youth evVy pulfe in a flame, 
Regardlefs of Fortune, of Health, and of Fame, 
Gay Pleafure my aim, and Profufion my pride, 
No vice was untafled, no wilh was denied. 
Grown headflrong and haughty, capricious and vain. 
Not decency aw'd me, nor laws could refrain ; 

The 
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The vigils of Comus and Venus I kept, 
Tho' tiredy not fated, in funfhine I ilept : 
All my appetites pall'd, I no pleafure enjoy'd, 
£xcefs made 'em taflelefs, their frequency cloy'd* 
When my health and my fortune to riot gave way^ 
And my parts and my vigour felt total decay. 
The Doctors were fent for, who, greedy of feci, 
Engag'd that their ikill (hould remove the difeafe : 
With looks moft important eachiymptom was weigh'd^ 
And the farce of prefcription full gravely was play'd* 

Reduc*d by their arts, and quite worn to a lath. 
My carcafe was fent to the vultures at Bath. 
When drench*d and well drain'd by the faculty there, 
All the hope that remain'd was to try native air* 
Scarce a doit in my purfe, or a drop in my veins. 
To my oldmortgag'd houfe they convey'd my remains; 
No friend to aflift me, no relation to grieve. 
And fcarcely a bed my poor bones to receive ; 
With folitude curs'd, and tormented with pain, 
Diflemper'd my body, didradted my brain* 

Thus from folly to vice, and from vice to thegraye, 
I fink, of my paffions the vi6lim and flave. 
No longer debauch, or companions deceive. 
But, alarm'd at the vengeance I'd foiji diftelicve. 
With horrors foreboding defponding I lie, 
Tho* tired of living, yet dreading to die. 

Vti. VI. E Tf^e 
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Tht following is an Allegory on the Game o£ Qua« 
drillb. It wa« written by Mr. Congreve» Sec 
Swtft^s letters, vol. ii. page 198* 

0UB8TAirCSOP AN INFOHMATION TAKEN BEFQRB 
^VE or HIS majesty's justices OF THB 
PEA€«. 

That four Ladies of Qjiality, whom the depo- 
nent does not care to name, repair mightily to a cer« 
tiin convenient houfe, to meet four gallants, of the 
bigheft rank, whom the deponent would not name, 
but fo far defcribed, that two of them were of a 
fwarthy, and two of a ruddy complexion (but he 
believes they were abominably painted) ; the gallants 
are called by thefe Ladies, by the fond names of 
Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the Gardener. 

After a plentiful fervice of the moft coftly fi(h, they 
begin to play their tricks like the tumblers in Bar- 
tholomew Fair, upon a carpet ; flripis the word, and 
it ha3 been known, that tliey have lately ilripp'd a 
Gentlejnan who lately came into the houfe. 

At firft they begin very civilly, as, Madam, by 
your leave, or fo, which the Lady is fo good as fcU 
ioffi 10 refufip. 
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By a certain efiabliihed rule of precedency, every 
-Lady has, in her turn, the choice of her galUtir, 
AiKtfome have been known ib unreafonable, than 
after they have had three, they have called for a 
fourth. 

Afterwards, it is (liameful to relate the tricks that 
are played by the lewd pack ; fometimes they are 
thrown on their backs, fometimes on their bellies, 
and thus they make beads of one ano||;ier; now 
hickledy*pickledy, and by and by you rx^y fee them 
a-top of one another. 

Their difcourfe is of a piece with their pra£Ufe--«- 
« The deponent has often heard them talk of their A-n- 
with as much eafe as they do of their bands«*-<'I have 
a black one, fays one, and names the thing. dire^Ujiu 
—Mine is better^than yours, fays another, and names 
it. — Muft I be laughed at, only becaufe I have a red 
one, fays the third* 

It is a conftant rule, that if a Lady is called upon, 
llie muft fliow all. 

What is monftrous ; it has been known, that after 

5ft Lady has had fix— (he has alked a Gentleman if he 

could no more— and it has been known, that when 

the Ladies have been tired with their gallants, they 

E a have 
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have called for frefli ones* — In fliort, thofe Ladies 
have fpent not only their pin*nioney, but their hu{- 
bands' eftates, upon Hercules^ Cupid, Pitts, and the 
Gardener ; and when they want ready money, they 
commonly pawn their moft valuable jewels. 



S O N G». 

Says Phoebe, why is gentle Love 

A ftranger to that mind, 

Which pity and efteem can move, 

\i^hich can be juft and kind ? 

Is it becaufe you fear to prove 

The ills that Love moleft ; 

The jealous cares, the fighs that move 

The captivated breaft ? 

Alas ! by fome degree of woe, 

We ev'ry blifs muft gain ; 

That heart that ne'er a tranfport know, 

That never felt a pain* 



* Firft publiihed in one of the dally Papers, lo AuguHi 1769, 
IS a prodtt^n of Mr* Pope* 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

• K THE NEW BUILDINGS ERECTING BSTWEEH 
BLOOMSBUHY AKD ST. GILEs's. 

In a doublet of flone, from the top of a fteeple. 
As Brunfwick look'd down on the dregs of the people ^ 
The handfome new buildings the.folks wereereding, 
Htft vanity tickl'd, and fet him reflecting, 
That feon he ihould fee, hy his Grace's affiftance. 
The/cum of the earth ladled off to a diftance. 
The breed of St. Gileses, plump, tatter'd, andpert^ 
UnderHanding his mulings^ replied, from the dirt : 

•* Winds blaft your hard phiz, for a weathercock 
wizzard. 
What is't that you grumble at thus in your gizzard ? 
Tho' we are fo low, and you mounted fo high, 
Your horns, you old cuckold, dpn't reach to the iky • 
Then look not, your haughtinefs, downward fo glum ; 
We can't be at once both the dregs and they?««r. 
What tho* my Lord Duke, your as hard-hearted 

neighbour. 
Would ftarve us with nine-pence a-day for our labour, 
Or drive us afield like black cattle, a grazing, 
Tie neither can pound us, nor wall the highways in» 

1 3 Let 



Let his bricklayers and mafons then build tiU (key 

burft, • 
And his flreets, and his houfes, and chapels becurft ; 
While pence will, for prog, purchafe pudding or pyc. 
As here we*ve been bred, here we*ll live till we die. 
Your highnefs may vapour, with arms fet a-kimbo. 
And your Grace move the Houfe to commit us to 

limbo ; 
We tremble as little at you as at him, 
At a peace broken peer as a hcer brewer's whim. • 
Had fots been but fober, your worfliip had ne*cr 
Been raifed thus aloft, cock-a-hoop in the arrj 
To mug-houfc and mobs your high ftation thus owing. 
Keep o'er your own dunghill no longer thus crowing^ 
Should a florm e\er blow tbatfhould topple you down » 
V/ho, think joa, would plaifler the crack in your 

crown ? 
Your friends, the True Blue, fconr'd and turn'd at 

the dyer's, 
Old Whigs grow new Tories, low churchmen high- 
flyers, . 
By Dukes, Lords and Knights, you'll be left in the 

lurch, 
As (ure as you tumble from Bloomfbury^church. 
The Stattf in a ferment, poor Pelham departed, 
Your Grandfon, God blefs him, much too tender- 
hearted ; 
•^* Ifhii ftatue was ereAed at tb« cxpcnceof his Majcfty's brewer. 

la 



In Faction's fierce flame Party ftill throwing oil, 
* rill her long^itmniVing pot is jufl ready to boilf 
Should, her broth, over-heated, rife up to abrimmeri 
And the Devil, to cool it, be Tent with a ikimmeri 
The froth and the bubbles of Fortune and Birth, 
From the top heM take off, as the/cum of ibtiartb % 
While we, as he laughs in his fleeve to havegot 'em^ 
The dregs of the people^ finjc fefe to the boUoin,'* 



« * * • 



ON SBiiNG CAPTAIN A——, AT URS. CO&KSLY'tf 
DREST rANTAftTlCALtiY. 

i IS faid, that our foldiers fo lazy are grown, 
With luxury, plenty, and eafe, 
That they more for their carriage thtn t^un^e ardr 
known, 
And fcarce know the ufe of ^pUci \ 
Let them fay what they will, iince it nobody galls^ 

And exclaim out ftill louder and louder ; 
But there ne*er was more money expended in hoBsf 
Or a greater^confiimption of poivder. 



£ 4 tuM 
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THE NORFOLKE TURNIPPE. 

AN AtNCIENT TAX.E. 

Some Cmintyes vaunte themfelves in pyeft| ^ 
And fome in meate excelle ; 
For Turriippes of enormous fize, 
Faire Norfolke bcarcs the belle, 

Thilke tale an olde nurfe told to me. 
Which I relate to you ; 
And well I weene what nurfesfay,' 
Is facred all and true* 

At midnighte houre a hardie knight 
Was pricking * o'er the ley, f 
The ftarres and moone had lofte their lighte, 
And he had lofle his waye* 

The vvinde full loude and fliarpe did blowe. 
The clouds amaine did poure, 
And fuch a night, as floryes Ihewe, 
Was nivir fecne before, 

• Riding. f MeiJow-ground. 

I vaine 
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I vainc hce faughtc full halfc the nighte, 
Ne (belter coulde hee fpie : 
Pitie it were fo bolde a knightc 
Y-fterv'd with cold fholde dye. 

Now voices flraungc affaile his eare, 
And yet ne houfe was nie : 
Thoughte hee, the Devil himfelf is here^ 
Prcfcrve me God onhie ! 

Then fummonM hee his courage hie. 
And thus aloud 'gan call ; 
Fays, gyauntes, denaons^ come not nie, 
For I defy you all ! 

When from a hollow turnippeneare 
Out jump'd a living wighte ; 
With friendly voice, an d. accent deare, 
He thus addre&'d the kni^hte :«- 

Sir knighte, no demon dwelleth here, 
Ne gyaunte keepes his houfe ; 
But tway poor drovers, goodman Vere, 
And honed Robin Roufe. 

We tweyne have taken ihelter here. 
With oxen ninety«two ; 
And if you*U enter nivir feare, 
There*s room enough for you» 
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ON THE OAK IN PENSHURST-PARK, 

PLANTED ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF SIR PHILIP 
SIDNEY. 

As I paired fome weeks the lafi fiimmer in the 
neighbourhood of Pcnfhufft-parlc, m KeBt, the 
ancient feat of the noble family of Sidney, I fre- 
quently had the pleafure of riding among thofe fine 
old woods. Mentioning this one day among fokne 
of my friends, a gentleman in company told us, that 
fome years fince, in a fall of tinU^er that was made 
there for tlie ufe of the nav}', a noble Oak, planted 
on the birth-day of the great Sir Philip Sidney, was, 
by miilake, unhappily felled. We all agreed, that a 
tree, facred to the memory of fo great a mao, ought 
to have been prejierved inviolate from the ^dge pf 
the axe. 

Waller, in one of his poems, written atPenihiuft, 
has the following lines on this Oak : 

<' Go, boy, and carve this pafTion on thebark 
•* Of yonder tree, which Hands the facred mark 
•* Of noble Sidney's birth^ when fuch benign, 
•* Such more than mortal making liars did fliine, 

«« That 
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•* That there they cannot but for ever prove 
•* The monument and pledge of humble love. 

The Author of the oMervations on Mr. Waller''r 
poems, has the following note upon this paibge^i-* 
•* Thefe verfes apparently refer to fome Tree in 
^' Penihurfl-park, plan ted at the birth of the famous* 
** Sir Philip Sydney^ of which there is no tradition 
** now remaining in the family ; but we may apply 
** to it what Cicero fays of the Marian Oak ;** 
** Manet vero^ fe* feiff^er manehh ; fata efi inim mgituif .• 
** ttttJlius autem agric^l^e cuUu ftirps torn Mutumay ^itanir 
** foeta iftrfufemmaripouft^^^ 

Ben JohnfoA has alio alluded to thiff^TreCy in hifl^ 
Foreft, fpeaking of Penfliurft 2 

Thou haft thy walks for health as well at iport, 
Thy XT^ount to which the Druids do reibrt ; 
Where Pan and Bacchus their high feaiU Save made,> 
Beneath the Inroad Seech* ^nd a Chefaut fliade ; 
The taller Tree which of a nut was fet 
At his great birth, where all the Mufes met. 

But whfther the Troe was an Oak or a Cbefnut, 
whether lately felled, orageff ago, iigoifics not much « 
the anecdote above cited was the occafion Qf the fol« 
iOwing little Ode : 

E 6 Q[JJ^RC1?S' 
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^U 1 R c u 8 loquitur 

The Oak fpeakt. 

Y«8, ye muft fall, ye fathers of thcwood ! 
Ye, who for ages here have flood : 
On whom an hundred wintry blafts have beat^ 
WhoVe borne an hundred fummers heat : 
Ycsy ye muft fall, 'tis for your country's good. 

The Britiih Navy fummons now your aid ; 

Ske calls ;— Oh, be it ever faid, 

£ach BritiQi heart, and ev'ry Britifh oak. 

Looks for the fignal, waits the flroke, 

And thinks the lingering axe too long delay'd* 

Mourn not, ye Nymphs, ye Dryads of the grove. 

Mourn not the fcene of your chafle love; 

To yon wide-fpreading (hades of beech retreat, 

There ever fix your fylvan feat. 

Where thro' the high-arcli'd bow'r the Zephyrs rove. 

I9 who was planted on the facred morn, 
On which great Sidney here was born. 
With joy exulting quit his once-lov'd plain : 
1 long to plunge amid the main. 
And i«e the Britifii flag my ftrength adorn. 

An4 
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And thou, wcll-plcas^d, from thy ctherial thronCi 
Soul of great Sidney, Oh, look down ! 
Behold the patriot flame that burnt in thee. 
Now animates thy honoured tree, 
Who, joyful, meets a death fo like thy own. 

Tua Cafar Mtas. * 

All, all \% Caefar's, new-robM Afton cries. 
All, all is Csfar's, the King's Bench replies. 
Poor people, you have nothing left, we fee. 
Since all is Caefar's which belonged to me. - . 

Liberty* 

epistle to mr. c&anme& kskeicky at latx* 

Amidst the pleafures that attend 
At Bath, my worthy, honeft friend^ 
If, unexpected, I intrude. 
Forgive me, and not think me rude. 

Intent, at firft, my zeal to prove. 
And fliew, at once, efieem and love^ 

* Mr. Juftice Afton's motto upon the rings whick he diftri* 
kutf d| uj»on being made a Judge of the King's Bench, 

J thought 
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I tlioogHt, 4ttr Cramner, to dile!ofe 
My fentimentSy in languid profe ; 
But, gathVing from acquaintance long. 
How much youVe fmit with love of fong^ 
I thought a yeriC|. as mere refined, 
Would be more grateful, and as kind: 
* And fo, againft my reaibn, chufe^ 
To pltafe my friend^ t* invoke the mufe. 

Yqu- ve read, no doubt,, and may admire,* 
Of country Farmer^ and the 'Squire ; 
How John to London city went, 
To fee the 'Squire,, and pay his rent ; 
How •Squire delighted to behold 
His tenant's face, and touch the gold;. 
Amidd a frt polite and ii|}«. 
Would force the fanner into dine- 
No perfon can a Aation grace,. 
Who has not talents for the place— 
No wonder then that John is found* 
The butt and jefl of all around ; 
For, whilft he tries his wit t' enhance, 
With more than yfual complaifance, 
He but his want jpf fenfe difclos'd, 
And finds himfelf the more expos'd. 

So I, perhaps, with heavy fluff, 
Ip;|pofie i^ight come off well enough ; 

But 
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But ftriving, void of grace and fear. 
To pleafey with rhyme, your nicer ear, 
May fhew myfelf the more t fool, 
Juft objedl of 3rour ridicule. 

Oft I revolv'd, devoid of ftrife, 
Th' amufemcnt of fcholaftic life ; . 
(Bleft flate ! where joy and truth abound. 
And pleafnres, void of cares, are found !) 
And there the learned page explore. 
And con our quondum lefTons o'er t 
Or, from the hours of durance free, 
To every heart glad liberty ; 
Unknown to ficknefs, care, or pain. 
Contend at cricket once again : 
Or, bleft beyond our greateft hope. 
When favoured with a wider fcope. 
With you, with Bullock, Turner, ftray, 
Where Norwood hills invite the way ; 
At Allen's, tir'd, fometimes regale 
With wine, or punch, or buns and ale. 

Ah ! Turner, mudji lamented youth. 
Adorn 'd with Learning, Virtue, Truth I 
Had Fate permitted longer flay. 
Nor fnatch'd thee from thy friendi away. 
Thou ihould'ft have fillM fome nobler place, 

Thy country's ornament and grace ! 

Receive 
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Receive, thou dear departed ihade, . 
This tribute to thy mem*ry paid ; 
And may it, while it fpeaks thy fame^ 
Tell how I love, revere thy name. 

The days of pleafures pail, I weet. 
Are yet in recollection fweet ; 
Oh ! may fucceeding days refled 
A pleafure ftill in retrofpe£l ; 
And leave no bitter thoughts behind, 
To ruffle or diflurb the mind : 
That, when ihall come the final day. 
When we the debt of Nature pay. 
We may refign without a tear. 
Have much to hope, but nought to fear* 

The doling of poor Turner's eyes, 
Has led my Mufe to moralize; 
Forgive me. If [I call anew 
His image, Cranmer, to your vjew, 
And caufe you freihly to deplore 
Your friend and mine, alas! no morej 

Sometimei, when bufinefs will admit, 
I fearch the Regifters of Wit : 
To Hiftory Tm often led, 
There view the actions of the dead : 



Jjr 
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By this inftru£^ive fcieoce (hown. 
From others faults I learn my own : 
Or, to poetic flights inciio'd, 
When time permits, and Mufe is kind. 
In rhyme I trifle out an hour, 
And fing in verfe, of Nature's powV : 
To love-fick damfels friendly prove. 
And fcribble out a cure for Love : 
Or, thro' Imagination's aid, 
Enraptured, court fome painted maid« 

, Amufements like to thefe I find. 
Enlarge th' ideas of the mind ; 
Afford more pleafing fweet content. 
Than hours of riot, taverns fpent. 

Whilft I a vacant hour employ. 
To give you pain, or give you joy, 
Methinks, with Fancy's airy flight, 
I fee you in th* aifembly bright. 
With eafy, lightfome flep advance, 
Rejoicing in the mazy dance : 
Or elfe with Beaux and Belles fit down,. 
To play at cards for half-a-crown s 
'Till, captiv'd by fome Beauty's artt 
.You lofe your cafh, or lofe your heart. 



I thought 
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1 thought t' enquire yxuur gay defigns^ 
And health, at firil, in twenty lines : 
But foon as e*er I could begin, 
Thought upon thoiigbt crowding iU| 
And drove me with fuch rapid force, 
I could not eafy flop my courfe. 
So boys in Thames their pLeafiire take» 
One flep and then another make ; 
Till quite deprived at length of flay. 
They're carried by the tide away. I 

But, not to lead ypuiuorie about. 
Nor weary quite your patience out^ j 

If a few minutes you caaipace, 
From your'attention to the fair, 
I fliould be glad to have a letter, 
In vcrfe, or profe if you think better : 
How grand th^balla, how fine the place, 
How gay and fplendid (bines his Grace ; 
How Nafh, diverfions all hit care, 
Affects of youth the fprightly air ; 
How hearts to conquer, beauties try, 
And throw aroynd th' alluring eye, 
Tome, if willing, you might fend. 
Who am your fervaat, and your friend. 

Joseph Mawbey, 

VauxhaU, April 3, 1753. 

OJBI 



ON READING Dt. • GOLDS^MITJl's »0£M, THX 
DESERTED VILLAGE* 

BY THE HON. CORBYN MORRIS, £8<^ 

Ju CofUraifB. The Reverie* 
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Mark the new fcene *, how Wealth and Aft UQit^ 
T* enrich the foil, and give the eye delight : 
Here ihady waftea aod tnfUy bogs bore fw^. 
Now fields of corn theplouighmau'e toilpbi^^ 
And lowing paflares cheer the welcome day^ 
See roads new ti^ac'd for imiverfal gpody 
With flately bridges to furmoitnt the flood. 
The goddeft Culture gains a new domaini 
Enliv'ning all» and» with her bufy traiu» 
Spreads a rich mantle over hill and plain : 
Whilfl Nature views the happy changes n)pde» 
With pleafing wonder, like a country BEkaid, 
Who, dreft in elegance, with rich array, 
Scarce knows herfelf, bluSiing to look fo gajr« 

* Bowood, in Wiltfhir», the feat of the Right Honourable 
the Earl of Shelli^wic, &c. fcc 
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THE LOUNGER- 

I RISE about nine, get to brcakfaft by ten. 
Blow a tune on my flute, or perhaps make a pen ; 
Read a play till eleven, or cock my lac'd hat ; 
Then ftep to my neighbour's, till dinner, to chat. 
Dinner over, to Tom's or to James's I go, 
The news of the town fo impatient to know; 
While Law, Locke, and Newton, and all the rum race 
That talk of their modes, their elipfis, and fpace^ 
The feat of the foul; and new fyftems on high. 
In holes as abftrufe as their myfleries, He. 
From the Coffee houfe then to the Tennis away. 
And at five I poft back to my College to pray : 
I ^up before, eight, and, fecure ftom all duns. 
Undauntedly march to the Mitre, or Tuns ; 
Wbere in punch, or good claret, my forrows I drown^ 
And tofs off a bowl, to the beft in the town : 
At one in the morning I call what's to pay, 
Then home to my College I flagger away : 
Thus I tope all the night, and I trifle all day. 



1 
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EPISTLE TO LORD MELCOMBH. 

BY XICHARD BENTLEY, ESQ^ 

1*V£ often thought, my Lord, the thing now tnie^ 
Said by Lord Bute, but what IVe learn'd from you ; 
** We fliall lofe poetry :'* In this alone 
Too fliort,— he might have added, " Wit is gone." 

How came this prime delight of man thus leflcn'd 
From its full orb down to a thumb nail crefent i 
With me the cafe admits not of a doubt ! 
The fad is, poefy itfelf's worn out. 
To you, my Lord, this notion I fubmit« 
Who knew and helped to make this age of wtt^ 
MixM with thofe demi-gods in verfe and profe, 
Congreves, and Addifons, and Garths, and Rowes, 
Heroes of giant limb, and high renown, 
Whofe deeds we wonder at, and hide our own s 
Whom but to copy in their idle fits. 
Would break the backs of puny modem wits. 

To fet this matter in the deareft light. 
And be thyfelf th* example while I write. 
Let us, my Lord, if fo it may avail. 
And yott have patience for a long detail. 

Give 
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Give the Earfs fenteace a poetic turn i 

Xet it run thus : *^ See all Parnaflus mourn^ 

^* Mute evVy mufe, fee Geocge'g praife unfungi 

** Their laurels fcatter'd, and their lyres unftning, 

^ Apollo veiift with miifts his beamy head^ 

^* Nay» Aganippe murmurs ibmetfaing fad/* 

Sayi will this- ftilei my Lord, go down orno, 

GHb; ae it 4id two thouiand years ago i 

I fancy icarce, and favour'd, if it pafs 

From a raw fchooUboy in the fecond clafi : 

Thereafon then why no difguft it drew, 

Was, that it might be Truth, for aught they knew. 

Thofe early ages no miftrufl had (hewn. 

Ready their feith, their manners roughly hewn, . 

And whil^ both Reafon and Sufpicion doz'd, 

Frieft, Poet, Prophet, Patriot, imposed. 

With all that either broach'd, the world content, 
Believ'd ftili farther than they could invent, 
All irrealities came forth reveal'd 
By pow'rfiil Fancy into fadt congeal'd. 
Then Poetry had elbow-room enough, 
And not reftrain'd, as now, for want of fluff; 
The great abyfs of Fable open ftood. 
And nothing folid rofe above the flood. 



A new Religion fpreading cv'ry where, 
^he flock of Poetry fell under par j 



For 
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For Grades grew diunb, as wnert grew wife, 
None faw for thofe, who faw with their own cjnwi 
To wafte her leaves bo mt>re the fybil choofes^ 
They and her tripod fervc for other ufes. 
No more the Jefuit prompts her what to tell ; 
For to fay Middletoti and Fontenelle. 

But the new do6lrines being found too pure^ 
Some able do^rs undertook its cure ; 
It ferv'd no purpofes but faving finners. 
They added that by which themfelves were winners | 
Gho^s, Devil, Witches, Conjurors, iu flocks 
Came, like a new fubfcriptibn, to the flocks ; 
And Poetry, enlarged with a new range. 
Began to (hew her head again in Change. 

The world grown old, its youtltfiil follies paff, 
Reafon aflumes her reign, tho* late, at laft. 
By flow degrees, and labouring up the hill. 
Step after ftep, yet fceming to ftand ftill, . 
She wins her \^ay, wherever fte advances ; 
Satyr no more, nor Fawn, nor Dryad dances* 
The groves, tho* trembling to a natural breeze^ 
Difmifs their horrors, and fliew nought but treei^ 
Before her, Nonfenfe, Superfiition fly i 
We burn no Witch, let her be eVr fo dry : 
A woman now may live, tho* patt her prime. 
So h/iUow'd and fo gracious is the time. 

Bankrupt 



BAnknipt of deities^ with all their traift. 
And fet to work without his tools ia vain. 
Not genius-crampt (but what can genius do 
When it's tied down to one and one make two ?} 
How can poor Poet fiir ? In fuch a cafe 
We mu^ do fomething to fupply their place. 

See^ at his beck, all Nouhs renouncing fenfe^ 
Start into perfons of f<»me confequence. 
Proud of new being, tread poetic ground^ 
And aggregate their attributes around ; 
Thefe he may uie of right, as his own growth, 
In all the reft confin'd to fober Truth. 

To bleft a nation, fee Charlotta come, 
'Twas Anfon, and not Neptune, brought her homc^ 
A fiagle Nereid ftirr'd not from below, 
The duce a conch did e'er one Triton blow ; 
But, in revenge (he plough'd her fubjcft main, 
With every virtue 'tending in her train. 
Hark, 'tis a people's univerfal voice, 
That blefs, whiletbey approve their Sov'reign'schQicc. 

On fuch a theme, my Lord, might one extend 
Far as one would, nor ftri^teft Truth offend, 
'Twere only proper epithets to find, 
To every grace of perfon and of mind ; 

With 



With decent drefi, and emblem to improvt 
All that <:aQ merit our edeem and love. ^ 

But then to Poetry where's the pretence ? 
Locke and Sir Ifaac write not plainer fenfe* 
From the firfl ages down to modeia time. 
Derive the pleafing flream of verfe and rhimci 
However Iraft from its firft fource it rofe, 
Th* inverted river dwindle? as it flows% 

Thus from the lunar hills fome other Nile, 
Swoln with new ftores from fnows that melt thewhite^ 
Stretches his current/on to fiercer funs, 
And glads a thoufand nations zz he runs. 
Till having rcachM, proud of his long career, 
Thofe fands which belt the middle of our fph^re, 
Exhal'd, abforb'd, diverted, dry foot crofs'd. 
And, fingerM into rivulets, is loft. 

Fall'n cherub Simile, who «rft divine^ 
Cloath'd with ttanfcendant beauty didfl outfliinef 
Plain angel Poefy, how art thou loft ! 
Sunk in Oblivion's pit ! from what height to&'d I 

Thus to plain Narrative confin'd alon«, 
Figure, Defcription, Simile quite gone ; 
The whole affair evinc'd which we contend^ 
The th'uig has had its day, and there's an cndv 

Vol. VI, F With 



t t02 3 

With Milton, Epic drew its lateft breath, 
Shicc Shakcfpearc, Tragedy puts us to death j 
Th' aflaffin Satire iheaths the keen ftiletto. 
And languiflies, depriv'd of the Concetto ; 
The age with pious eye no longer views 
The great mortality of grofs*abuie. 

Soft Elegy has dried up all her tears, 
And Gray compofes once in feven years ; 
Celiacs and Delia's (hine no more in fong, 
Nor ballad hauls the deafen'd ftreets along. 

My Lord, a little patience further flill, 
To ** Wit is gone,** by way of codicil ; 
Who but will fay the thing that hears me tell ?•— 
The man miflakes— Lord Melcombe's very well, 
Suppofe I faid — O could I! War is done, 
Means it there's no fuch thing, as fword, or gun ? 
Party and Fadtion dead, whoever grants, 
Means he that every man has what he wants ? 
In all thefe cafes is implied alone. 
That there's no obje6t to employ them on. 

A Court, my Lord, and Minifier to hit. 
And cry corruption, make all public wit : 
*Tis en this fenfe my reafon chiefly {lands— 
There may be cafh enough.in private hands* 



Now 
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Novt where could Malice bite, or Envy fiing|- 
The poiiftiM model of a perfed King ? 
Of Minifters what mighty matters tell ? 
They give, we know, but neither buy nor fell. 

Add we to what weVe faid, this little more, 
That all that can be wrote, is wrote before ; 
That pool of knowledge fifh*d, poach'd, draggM and 

drained. 
Till nothing bigger than a grig remained j 
And painful writers think it a good day, 
If they can hook a news paper cffay, 
And muft remain fo till blank years of grace, 
Sufpending future writing, fhall take place; 
Put down our piddling, bobbing, and allow 
The fpawn and fry of Science time to grow. 

But while we're on this fubje6l, *tis worth thinking^ 
How little fait has kept this world from (Hnking; 
'Tis the fame wit, at different times alive. 
Sunk at Whitehall, to rife up at Queenhithc; 

Born in whatever clime, whatever age. 
We trace it firfl from the Athenian ftage. 
Where Liberty a little licence claim'd, 
There, juft as fomewhere elfe, that flian't be nam*d ; 
Taught all her fons this fav'rite to adore. 
Much for itfelf, becaufe abulive more ; 

F 2 For 
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For every comic writer braided it^ 

Two threads 6f Scandal to one thread of Wit t 

O'er all, fee Ariflophanes prefide, 

^nd fiafh his lightnings round on every fide, 

Stnick the fham patriot, the fwoln Poet wafled, 

Alas !^ e*en Socrates himfelf he biased, 

, What was the burft dire^ly over,head, 

So loud its echo, now its fires fo red, 

Tho*oft thro* Time's thick cloud the trembling gleam 

We only catch, but mifs the vivid beam ; 

While half-feen thoughts, like meteors, twinkle lightt 

^nd draw their lucid trails athwart the night. 

Hither, unto their fountain, other ftars 
Repairing, fwell their own peculiars. 
By tincture or refledHon ; Luciaii hence, 
liis golden urn replenifti'd ; and long fince 
Rabelais from both his urinal drew full ; 
From him, and them. Swift crowded his clofe-ftool. 
Howe'er it came, with the ftrange paffion ftung, 
To raife his choiceft fruit on rankeft dung ; 
l^'ully convinc'd his jeiTamine and rofe 
Smelt fwceteft, planted by his little honfe : 
Yet flill fome cleaner parts diftinguifh'd lay, 
l^^c cherry- (lores upon a child's C— C— 

The 
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The nafty lines, my Lord, demand excufey 
tiapp'ly the times are free from that abufe : 
Our defcent manners all obfcennefs flout^ 
And Wit is at one entrance quite ih'ut out; 

From hence, my Lord, Wit took a tour abouty 
Refiding in few countries on his rout,' 
Appear'd in places, but ne'er took his feat in 
One fpot of earth, except Greece, France, and Brifaity» 
The reft a iingle trophy only bear, 
And juft enoiigh to fhow he had been there 
As Nature's ideot never fails to hit, 
Once in his life, on fome fheer ftrokes of Wit ; 
Then floops ten thoufand fathoms down behind,' 
Plump in his own Vacuity of mind, 
A like excurfion never to repeat 
To the warm regions of astherial heat. 
Yet when we look at home, my Lord, at beft, 
We find but little that will ftatid the tcft ; 
But then the boafted days of Charles the Second'^ 
Unlefs Debauchery for Wit is reckoned, 
Moft that they had appears, by looking back^ 
A fungus growing on' their butt of fack. 
E'en my good coufin Rochefter's but batren^ 
From wholefome meat if you deduft the carrioa'* 

In the next reigns how could it flouriih much ? 
Bigptry, Revolution, and the Dutch, 

F 3 Pamp'd^' 



I 106 } 

Damped, like wet blankets, its afpiring flame^ 

And if not quite extinguifh'd, kept it tame^ 

Till orient Anna lighted all its fire8» 

And the glad ftars refponfive tun'd their choirs | 

Pity fhe e'er left any in the lurch, 

To follow thojfe who lighted her to church* 

Then Halifiax, my Lord, as you do yet. 
Stood forth the friend of Poetry and Wit ; 
Sought filent Merit in its fecret cell, 
And Heav*n, nay even roan repaid him welh 
Man, in the praife of every grateful quill. 
And Heav'n in him, who bears his title fiill : 
Who, on a kingdom to his virtues won, 
Reflects the gloricsof our Bntifli Sun.. 



The late Lord E— g— e was not only a man of 
pleafure, but of fine parts, great knowledge, and 
original wit. — In him we have the moft affeftiug ex* 
ample, how health, fame, ambition, every thing, are 
drawn into that moft deflru6tivc of all whirlpools- 
gaming. No man was ever more calculated by na» 
turc to fei*ve the public, and charm fociety — I fliall 
leave the fhades of this picture unfinilhed, as, per- 
haps, they were not wholly owing to his own indif- 
crction, but his F— *8 rigor. To give an idea of 

bis 
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his light, eafy vein of wit and poetry, wt ihall pre. 
lent the reader with the following fable, well knowa 
to be written by him, and never publiihed before. 

TABLE OF THE ASS, NIGHTINGALE, AND KID. 
BY THE LATE LORD E 

I Trabitfua quimqi voluptas* 

ONCE on a time it came to pafs, 

A Nightingale, a Kid, and A£i, 

A Jack one, all fet out together, 

Upon a trip«»no matter whither ; 

And thro* a village chancM to take 

Their journey — where there was a wake ; 

With lads and laffes all aifembled : 

Our travellers, whofe genius them led 

Each his own way— refoIvM to tafte 

Their Ihare o*th* fport— we're not in halle, 

Firft cries the Nightingale, and I 

Delight in mufic mightily ! 

Let's have a tune— ay, come, let's flop, 

Replied the Kid, and take a hop. 

Ay, do, fays Jack, the mean while I 

Will wait for you, and graze hard by. 

You know that 1, for fong and dance, " 

Care not a fart— but if, by chance, 

As probably the end will be. 

They go a romping— then call me* 

r 4 SEATED 



Seated one day in a warm bofom of hillt^ 
covered with evergreens, with a fmall trout flream 
running through the middle, 1 refledled on the fa- 
fbion of Englifhmen repairing to Nice, in Piedmont^ 
for the ellablifhment of health, as arifing more 
from the love of cliange in general, than to anfwcr 
any falutaiy purpofcs. The accounts of the remark- 
able inclemency of the feafon at that place, and the 
death of two men of confequence, gave rife to the 
following lines, 

ODE TQ HEALTH. 

WRITTEN MARCH 10, 1775^ 

IN vain ye feek the warmer iky, 

Where Var * rolls down her Alpine tide, 
And flovj?'rs unfold their varied dye^ 
In earlier fragrance by its fide : 
Yet whom a length of well-fpent years deprefs. 
Or wanton lives whofe complicated illk confefs. 

Dowdefwell in vain invok*>d the maid, 

Or on the hill, or milder dale ; ' 
But found her not amid the glade, 

Mor caught her in the whiQ)ering gale ; 

. . » A river that lifcs in the Aipsi and runs by Nice. 
( There 
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There— but fuch lofs what rime will fee fupplied !• 
Britons, your truell, firmell patriot genius died. 

For lo ! with wreath fantaftic crown*d. 
She treads this folitary fcene ; 
^ ^nd lightly trips thefe woodlands round, 

Bedeck'd with Hole of vernal green; 
Glides gently down the murmuring flream below,- 
And tempers with her pow'r the rougher winds that 
blow.- 

Jrom youth, thee, r'uflic nymph, I woo'd, 

At evening grey, and crimfon morn, 
Thy fleps on beds of violets view'd, 
And faw thee wanton on the thorn. 
Far more, the humble Ihrub and poorer cell. 
Thou lov'il than in th- intempVate air of courts to' 
dwellj 

But tho' thy influence benign' 

To me produce unclouded days, 
Yet true Contentment is not mine, 
Unlefs you claim my Laura's praife, 
Aiid bid her blood with livelier impulfe flow, 
And'On her pallid cheek the-baniih'd rofes glow.- 



^rora 
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From grief ftic refcucs the opprefs'd. 

And drops the fympathetic tear ; 
She pours her balm into the breaft 
Of virtuous indigence and care. 
Thus from corroding fear and want fet free, 
She bids them Heav*a addrefs— then facrifice to thte* 



AN EPIGRAM 

ON A CS&TAIN lady's COMING INTO THE ROOM 
AT 6ATII| WIT(I A DIAMOND CRESCENT IN 
HSE BAIR, 

BY MR. POTTER. 

Chaste Dian's crefcent on her front difplay*d, 
Behpld ! the wife proclaims herfelf a maid ! 
Come, fierce Taillard, or fiercer Junius come, 
On this fai^fubje6t urge the conteft home j 
Pluck honour from this emblematic moon. 
And folve the point which puzzles Warburton t 
This radiant emblem you may then tranfpofe. 
And give the; horned crefcent to the fpoufc. 



lY 
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»y E. D— X, ESQ^ ON HIS DAVGHTEk's BIJLT** 
DAY. 

The twcnty-fecond day of May 
Is little Fanny's natal day ; 
Pretty warblers of the wood, 
Quit awhile your callow brood. 
Gaily prune each gaudy wing. 
Each a merry carol bring, 
To commemorate the morn, 
When my little maid was born* 

Come, Aurora ! bring thy hours. 
All array*d in May-morn flowers ; 
Ev*ry hour ihall wear a fmile, 
Little troubles to beguile ; 
Airy phantoms, lightly tread 
O'er the cowflip's glittering head, 
O'er the cup of golden hue, 
Fill'd this morn-with filver dew. 
By kind Nature fill'd for you ; 
Let each little fairy lip. 
Of the pearly dew-drop flp,. 
Nature pours out all her wealth, 
Drink to her's and Fanny's health ; 
She, I'm fure, will not refufe, 
Gratefully thofe gifts to ufe. 

F 6 O Inno* 
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O Innocence ! protect her Youthy 
Xcad her down the paths of Truth, 
Culling fweets from every flower, 
Truth has twinM round Virtue's bower^ 
There to dwell with fweet Content, 
Virtue's conftant refldent*^ 

^Sweets too redolent will cloy ; 
Prudence mildly tempers joy ; 
Thorns may grow tho* fweets are near^ 
Pity oft will have her tear j 
Tears will dart, however confin'd. 
From a feeling generous mind* 

Idlenefs for ever meets 
Bitter, in its cup of fweets I 
Let her not recline her head, 
Long on Pleafure's rofy bed, 
Pleafure does itfelf deftroy. 
Be improvement then her toy, 
Doing right her greatefl joy. 
I^indful of her parent's nod, 
And her duty to her God ; 
Tell her ** to the good and wife, 
*' Every place is paradife ; 
** Every month to them is May, 
♦* And a birth-day every <lay." 



1 
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«K BREAKING A CHINA OSTART MUG B^ONG 1^X3 
TO THE SOCIETY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE^ 
OXFORD. 

BY AN Ui^DER GRADUATE, 

O D E. 

Amphora non meruit tampretiofa morL 

I. 

Whene'er the cruel hand of Death 

Untimely (lops a fav'rite*^s breath, 

Mufes in plaintive numbers tell 

How lov'd he liv'd— how naournM he fell : 

Catullus Vail*d his fparrow's fate, 

And Gray immortaliz'd his cat. 
Thrice tuneful bards 1 could I hvk chinie fo clcvtr, 
My Quart, my honeft Qyart^ (hould live for cver» 

ir. ' 

How weak is all a mortal's powV, 
T'avcrt the dpath-devoted hour ! 
Nor can a ihape, or beauty favc. 
From the furc conqucft of the grave. 
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In vain the butler's choiceft care, 

The mafter'« wi(h, the burfer*s prayer ! ^ 

Tor when life's lengthen'd to its loiigeft fpaiT, 
China itfelf mufl fall, as weliras Man. 

III. 

Can I forget how oft my Quart 

Has footh'd my care, and warm'd my heart ? ■ 

When barley lent its balmy aid, 

And all its liquid charms difplay'd ! 

When orange and the nut-brown toail 

Swam mantling round thefpicey coafl I 
The pleaiing depth I view'd with fparkling cyC5, 
Nor envied Jove the ne(5tar of the Ikies. 

IV. 

The fide-board, on that fatal day, 
When you in glkt'ring ruins lay, 
Mourn'd at thy lofs — in guggHng tone. 
Decanters poured out their moan— 
A dimnefs hung on ev*ry glafs— 
Joe * wonder'd what the matter was— 
Corks felf con traded free'd the frantic beer, 
•And fympathizing tankards dropt a tear. 

• The college butler. 

V, Where 
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V. 

Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound 

In rofy rings thy chaplcts round ? 

The azure ftars whofe glitt'ring rays 

PromisM a happier length of days ! 

The trees that on thy border grew. 

And bloflbmM with eternal blue ! 
Trees, ftars and flovv'rs arc fcatter'd on the floor. 
And ail thy brittle beauties are no more, — 

VI. 

Hadft thou been form'd of coarfcr earth. 
Had Nottingham but giv*n thee birth ! 
Or had thy variegated fide 
Of Stafford's fable hue been dy'd. 
Thy ftatcly fabric had been found, 
Tho' tables tumbled on the ground.— 

The fineft mould the fooneft will decay ; 

Hear this, ye Fair, for you yourfclvcs arc clay I 
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nS*^ SfiEINC THE BEAUTIFUL MISS CHARLOTTE 
COLLIIfSy OF WINCHESTER, COPY A DRAWING 
, OF THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 

matre pilchrd^ JSiapukhrior f 

How true the munic forms appear, 
The ebon (hield and glitt'ring fpear I 
The piercing eye, the fteady mien,- 
As erU in Athens (he wa& feen ; 
Or rifing from her borrow 'd guife, 
She flruck th* aftoni(h*ci * Grecian's eyes*- 
And in celeftial radiance dreft-, 
The martial goddefs flood confell. 

With brow indignant and fevere, 
See Juno, jealous Queen, appear ; 
Stern, as when flighted by her God, 
She made Hcav'n tren.ble at her nod.- 
But thefe are Fancy's airy train, 
That fir'd old H<>mer's^ epic flrain ; 
Made heroes fight and deities jar, 
And kept alive a ten years war. 

• When Minerva had conduced Telemrchus lo Itliaca, under 
^e ap^)earancc of Old Meotor^ ihe lefuoied her form and left him. 

• ' Charlotte, 



Charlotte, thy pencil's fkill'd to trace 
Superior forms and eafier grace t 
Why copy then what Fidion drew. 
When Nature holds herfelf to view I 
Ceafe on this Cyprian forni to gaze, 
Anjl trufl: thy faithful mirror's rayi^ 
By its reflefted aid, you'll know 
More vivid tint», the warmer glow* 
The auburn ringlet— brilliant e;^e— 
Dimples— where Loves in ambufti lie- 
Teeth— as the Ceylon ivory white- 
Lips— with the Perfian coral dight— 
The graceful neck — and fwelling breaft— 
Here Fancy blufhing paints the reft. 

Fuses, r.o«k» 

Dec. 1778* 



INSCRIBED WITHIN A TOWER WHICH MAKES 
PART OF A RUINKD CASTLE, ERECTED LATELY 
AT WIMPOLB, THE SEAT OF THE RARL. Of 
HARDWICKE, IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE* 

BY DANIEL WJIAY, E«Qi. 

}A HEN * Henry ftemm'dlerne's flormy flood,. 
And bow*d to Britain's yoke her favage brood i 



Henry IL 

-Whca 



f "8 ] 

When by true eourage anc} falfe zeal impeird, 
* Richard encamp'd on Salem's palmy field ; 
On towers like thefe, Earl, Baron, Vavafor, 
Hung high their banners waving in the air ; 
Free, hardy, proud, they bravM their feudal Lord, 
^ And tried their rights by ordeal of the fword ; 
Now the full board with Chriilmas plenty crown'd| 
Now ravag'd and opprefsM the country round ; 
Yet Freedom's caufe once rais'd the civil broily 
And Magna Charta clos'd the glorious toil. 

Spruce modern villas different fcenes afford 
The f^atriotfiaronet, the Courtier Lord, 
Gently amus'd now wafie theSummec's day^ 
In Boak'room^ Prmt'^oom^ or in Ferfne Ormie : 
While wit, champaign, and pines and poetry^ 
Virtd and ice the genial feaft fuppty. 
But hence the poor are cherifh'd, artifls fed^ 
And Vanity relieves— in Bounty's fted. 

Oh ! might our age in happy concert join 
The manly virtues of the Norman line, 
With the true fcience and juft tafte which raifei 
High in each ufeful art thefe modern days 1 

t Richard L 
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A MODEtN INVOCATION TO A COOK-MAIIH 

BY MR, K— — , OP K— COL. C— ^B. 

Ne Jit anciUa iihi amor pudori^ 

p rius infoUntem^ 
Serva Bri/cis niveo colore 

Movit AebiUem* Hox» 

Come and crown your lovcr*s wiflics, 
. Vain's the taik you now purfue. 
Leave, ah leave, your pewter diihes. 
Think not they can ihine like you* 

Though no borrowed airs befriend you, 

Carelefs Beauty wins the heart ; 
And if Nature's fmells attend you, 

Health is fweeter far than Art. 

What tho* curling fleams around thee, 

Quick in circling eddies play, 
Beauty's IuAfc would confound me. 

Did not that obfcurc its ray. 

While you fcrub that radiant pewter, 

That reflects your rofy hue. 
Who'd not wifh to be a fuitor, 

To its bright reflcdtion too. 

Wha« 



\\rhat tho^ low and mean your place is. 
Still you dune with native pride, 

And your ragjB difcover graces. 
Which brocades would only hide. 



A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LORD KELLY, OCCA* 

/SIONED BY HIS MIRACULOUS ESCAPE FROM 

SHIPWREClC, IN THE PASSAGE FROM CALAIS 

TO DOVER^ DURIKG THE GREAT »TORM. XM 

KOVEMBER 1 77 J* 

** lUi Rohur et as triplex 
Circa FeHus eraty qui fragilem truci 

Comrmfit Pelago rat em ; 
^ijiccis occults Monftra Natantia 

^i vidit Mare Turgidum /" 

HO RAT, ODE J* 

Dark was the day, the wind rag'd hrgh, 
Black roll'd the clouds athwart the Iky, 
Sublime was heard the thunder's roar. 
Re-echoing from fhore to fhore r 
The rain in floods the forefl bath'd, 
I'lie towVing oaks the lightening fcath'd,. 
While lpe£tres dire of horrid form 
Cltung to the wild wiog^ of the ftoimr 
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Such uras the time when Kelly's Lord 
The Calais Pacquet ftepp'd aboard ; 
The Peer difplay'd a flufli of face. 
That might a Paris Duchefs grace, 
Embofom'd deep in ev'ry dimple, 
There fiery gleam'd a purple pimple. 
Like Summer cloud that lightning vomits. 
Or (kies at night that blaze with comets ; 
Curious with carbuncle and ruby, 
Not like a whey-fac'd milk-fop booby. 
That looks inanimate and filly. 
And languid as a drooping-lilly : 
No — the red grape, or damaik'd rofe. 
Vivid upon his vifage glows; 
His jolly countenance look 'd big. 
All elegant with Gallic wig. 
To decorate the head of Earl, 
Wig ne'er difpl ay 'd fo fweet a curl ; 
All other wigs to this muft truckle. 
And hide in papillotes their buckle ; 
A compofition rich and rare, 
.Pomatum, fcented-powder, hair: 
** A combination and a form** 
Might foften rocks, or calm a fiorm ! , 
Such was the wig, and fuch the curl ;— 
When lo ! tiie tars the fails unfurl, 
Light o'er the billows bounds the ikiff. 
And Ihapes her courfe tow'rds Dover Cliff. 

Meat 



Mean time the gale blows loud and firong, 
Mix*d with the fcreaming Curlew's fong j 
The ftorm with ten-fold fury raves, 
And fwells to tumult all the wave« ; 
Still thro' the wild, impetuous Curge*, 
All defperate her way^die urges^ 
And proudly fwims a very duck^ 
Till on a a flielving fand Ihe flruck : 
Each paiTenger with terror faints, 
Pale fear each rueful vifage paints. 
They tremble left they find a pillow 
In each obftrep-rous, dafliing biHow ; 
The mind of Kelly fpurns at Fate, 
CoUeded all, and all fedate, 
He bears for bravery and the palm, 
All ftorm without, within allcalm* 
Tho' ev'ry hair hangs ioofe and lank. 
Or like fome weeping willow dank ; 
Altho' his wig be drench'd with brine. 
He fcorns ignobly to repine.— 
Such courage charms the pow'rs above, 
So off again the bark they (hove ; 
Green Nereids gaily round her fport. 
And point the way to Dover's port ; 
The drooping crew with fongs they footh, 
And all the ruffled deep they fmooth ; 
The moon rcftrains the fwelling tides, 
The howling hurricane fubfides* 



la 
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Iti ancient ftory thus I've found, 
That no Mufician e*er was drown*d; 
A harp was then, or I miftake it. 
Much better than the beft cork-jacket ; 
The Grecian harpers went abroad. 
The lockers wfell with liquor ftor'd ; 
For harpers ever bad a thirft, 
Since harping was invented firft. 
They in the cabbin fat a drinking, 
Till the poor ihip was almoft finking ; 
Then running nimbly to the poop. 
They gave the fcaly brood a whoop ; . 
And, fudden as they form*d the wilh. 
For ev'ry harp€r came a fifti ; 
Then o'er the briny billows fcudding. 
They car'd for drowning not a pudding.— 
Methinks, my Lord, with cheek of rofe, 
I fee you mount your bottle nofe j 
Or firmly holding by a whole fin^ 
Ride degage upon your dolphin. 

•Twas thus the tunefiri tecr of Kelly 
Efcap'd fome whale's enormous belly ; 
And, fafe in London thinks no longer. 
He'll prove a feaft for ihark or conger. 



A»E« 
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ON THB Sadies fiather^» 

^tV vento levius ? Puhts. ^Idpuhere f Pluma.. 
^idpluma f Mulier. ^id muUere f NlhiU 

DuJPs lighter than the wind^-^than dujl a feather \ 
But Whman^s lighter than all thefe together. 

The ladies have brought in feathers agaia' with 
the Winter and the woodcocks. The Philofophcr's 
defcription of an human creature, animal hipes int" 
plumcy ** a two-legg'd, unfeathered animal," is no 
longer applicable to our women ; and the men have 
nothing to do, in order to deftroy the definition on 
tlieir part, but to follow RoulTeau's fyflem, and to 
walk upon all-fours. 

The female fex feem at prefent to wifli to be con- 
lidered as a collection of all the birds in the air. 
Some few fing in a cage ; many entertain us with 
their wild notes : andmoft of them give us to under- 
{land, that any violence offered to them, is a kind of 
petty-offence, not fo punifliable as robbing a hen- 
rooft. 

' In complaifance to the Ladies, I have fometimes 
amufed myfelf with following the train in which 

they 
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they hav« appeared defirons to lead us. Wheti T fee 
the blade feathers of a widbw, 1 cohfrder theriit as 
emblems of the plumes nodding over the hearfe of 
her lat6 hulband, confeqiiefitly as ^ notfcfe thai 
there i$ room for another ; and when I befeold the 
white feathers *6n the head of an uhhiarried L^dy^ 
i interpret themSfs thd triiimphof a ybuhg Inri'oeeht 
on bc!figjuA€ed|^d', br, perhaps, as afi ittthviritld* 
from fome tnore khoVirin^ fair-bne, of* the)li^ce^te fcf 
her virginity. The high top of a ftaj^ly Woittan 
of Quality in the fide-box, has more than once re- 
minded me of the peacock ; while the (hauls and 
varied plunaag^of th^ £a{l-India DiredpiV I^adies in 
the front, have brought to my imagination the idea 
of Chinefe peafants and Bantams. The female iirds 
cf prey in other pans of the Theatre, with tl^eir keen 
eyes, have put me in mind of hawks, eag>egr, smd 
vultures ; and the more common fort in tlie gree i- 
boxes, I hsTve compared to Guinea hens ; and ujSon 
feeing Prince Orlow at the play, fome time ago, 
while I was indulging thefe fpeculations, I could 
not help thinking of his gallant miftrcfsV whof istaid 
to have a ftomach capable of digefiing lead and iron, 
and of courfe reftmblirtg her to an oih ich. 

Having once fallen into this vein, it is impodible 
to go to a route, or into any numerous aflembly, 
without coHvertin^ the feathers of the daughters of 

Vol. VI. G g<^ffipping> 
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"<gofBppmg| fcandal, and chit-chat, into marks ok 
cuct^Qwa, parrots and magpies. Wheal go to the 
ppcra, ,and obfervc the plumes ^ud the performers, 
the Gabrielii — cum fimviro comitatu^Sippczrs like a 
xi]ghtingafl|g^Airrounded by capons. But when I turn 
to the boxejB, I cannot but agree, that if there is one 
womiin who is acknowledged to be a good wife, a 
^ood motbe;r, and a good frien,d«. fuch< a woman 
ought to be confidered as the Bird of Paradife, 

* Bhrd'ftrm. Ornithoi,ogvs. 



A PRAYER TO INDIFFERENCE. 

BY MRS. GREVILLE. 

Oft Tve implor'd the Gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary ; 

For once I'll ftrive my wifli to gain. 
Of Oberon, the Fairy. 



"Sweet airy being, wanton fprite, 
Who liv'ft in woods unfeen. 

And oft by Cynthia's filver light 
Trips gaily o'er the green ; 



n 



C "7 I 

If e*er tliy pitying heart was mov*d, 

(As ancient itories tell) 
And for th' Athenian maid, who !ov*d, r 

Thou fought'fl a wond'cous ^11. 

Oh ! deign once mors t' exert thy pow'r , 

Haply fome herb or tree, 
Sov'reign as juice from iveftern flowV, 

Conceals a balm for me* 

I aik no kind return in love, 

No tempting charm to pleafe ; 
Far from that heart fuch gifts remove^ 

Which fighs for peace and eafe. 

Nor eafe^ i^or peace, that heart can know. 

That, like the needle true. 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 

But, turning, trembles .too. 

For as diilrefs the foul can wound, 

Tis plain in each degree, 
Blifs goes but to a certain bound, 

Beyond, 'tis agony. 

Then take this treacherous fenfe of mine, 

Which dooms me ftill to fmart : 
Which Pleafure can to Pain refine, 

To Pain new pangs impart ! 

G 2 • Oh! 
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Oh ! hafte to (hade the fovVeign baliti, 

My fliatter'd nerves new firing ; 
And for my gndft, ferencly calm, 

The nymph, Indifcrcnce, bring. 

At her apprdich, fee Hope, feie Fear, 

See Expcftation fly.; 
With Difappointment 5h the rear, 

That blaft the purposed joy. 

The tears which Pity tailght to flbtv, 

My eyes fliall thtn dtfdWn ; 
The heart which throbb'd for other's woe, 

Shall then fcarce feel its otvii* - ^ 

The wounds which nbw each moment bfeedi. 

Each moment then fhall clofc; 
And peaceful days ihall flill fucceed 

To nights of fvveet repofe. 

Oh, Fairy Elf! but grant me this. 

This one kind comfort fend ; 
And fo may never-fading blifs 

Thy flow'ry paths attend I 

So may the glow-worm's glimmering light 

Thy tiny footfteps lead, 

To fome new region of delight. 

Unknown to mortal tread ! 

And 



And be the. acornj^oblet fill*d 
With Heav'n's ambrofial deiv, 

From fweeteft, frefheft flow'rs difiill'd, 
That flied frefh fweets for you. 

And what of life remains for me 

I'll pafs in fober eafe ; 
Half-pleas'd, contented will I be, 

Content but half to pleafe. 



TWO LOVE ELEGIES. 

Arge'itanai mavis bahitare Talernas^ 

Cum tibiy parve liber y fcrinia noftra vacint* 

Nc/as, iieu / ne/cis domina Faftidia Roma : 
Crede mibi^ nimium martia iurha/apit* 

JStberias^ lafcive^ cupis lolitan per auras : 

/, fuge ; fedpoteras tutiar ejje domi. MARTIAL* 

£ L 1 G Y I. 

IIS night, dead night ; and o*er the plain 
Darknefs extends her ebon ray, 
While wide along the gloomy fcene 
Deep Silence holds her folemn fway : 

. G z Through* 
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Throughout the Earth no cheafftl beam 

The melancholy eye furvey«, 
Save where the worm's fantaflic glean> 

The 'nighted traveller betrays. 
The favftge rsice (fo Heav'n decrees) 

No longer thro' the foreft rove ; 
All Nature reds, ^nd not a breeze 

Didurbe the flillnefs of the grove : 
All Nature refts 5 in Sleep's foft arms 

The village fwain forgets his caVe : 
Sleep, that the fling of Sorrow charms, 

And heals all fadnefs but Defpair ; 
Defpair, alone, her power denies; 

And, when the Sun withdraws his rays. 
To the wild beach diftradled flics. 

Or, rhearlefs, through the defart ftrays t 
Or, to the church-yard's horrors led. 

While fearful echoes burft around. 
On fome cold flone he leans bis head. 

Or throws his body on the ground. 
To fome fuch drear and folemn fcene. 

Some friendly power dired my way, 
Where pale Misfortune's haggard train, . 

Sad luxury ! delights to ftray : 
Wrapp'd in the folitary gloom, 

Retir'd from Life's fantaflic crew, 
Refign'd, I'll wait my final doom, 

•And bid the bufy world adieu. 



The 
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The world has now no joy for me : 

Nor can life, now, one pleafijre boafl j 
Since all my eyes defir'd to fee. 

My wifli, my hope, my all is loft ; 
Since (he, fo form'd to pleafe and Wefs, 

So wife, fo innocent, fo fair, . 
Whofe converfe fweet made Sorrow lefs. 

And !)righten'd all the gloom of care : 
Since ftie is loft— ye powers divine ! 

What have I done, or thought, or faid ? 
O fay ! what horrid ad of naine, 

Has drawn this vengeance on my head ? 
Why ftiould Heaven favour Lycon's claim ? j 

Why arc my heart's beft wiflie^ crOft ? 
What fairer deeda adorn his name ? 

What nobler merit can he boaft? 
What higher worth in him was found, 

My true heart's fcrvice to outweigh ? 
A fenfelefs fop ! — a dull compound 

Of fcarcely animated clay ! 
He drefsM indeed, he danc'd with cafe, 

And charm'd her, by repeating o'er 
Unmeaning raptures in her praife. 

That twenty fools had faid before : 
But I, alas ! who thought all art 

My paflion's force would meanly provei 
Qould only boaft an honeft heart. 

And claim'd no merit but my love. 
^ G 4 Have 
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Have I not fate — ye confcioiis houM,, 

Be witnefb— while my Stella fung. 
From morn to eve, with all my powers 

Rapt in th' enchantment of her tongue t 
Ye confcious hours, that faw me ftand, 

Entranc'd in wonder and furprize, 
In filent rapture prefs her hand, 

With paflion buriling from my eyes. 
Have I not lov'd !— O Earth and Heaven I 

Where, now, is all ray youthful bo^ft i 
The dear exchange I hopM w^s giv'n 

For (lighted Fawe, apd Fortune lo{l • > 
Where now th^ jgyi tb^t pqc© i^^r^ mi^e ? . 

Where ail my h9p«» tif future Wift ? 
Muft I thofe joys, . tbpfe hopes, fefiga I 

Is all her friendfhip come te this i 
Muft then, each woman fajthleft prove; 

And each forid lover be imdop.^^ ? 
Are vows no more I — Alnvighty Loye ! 

The fad remembrance let me ihim ! 
It will not be my hpnefl rhi^arc 

The dear, fad .image ilill retains : 
And, fpite of Reafon, fpite of Art, 

The dreadful ipemory remains. 
Ye Powers divine, vvhofe wondroiisj Ikilji 

Deep in the womb of Time can lee. 
Behold, I bend me to yovir will, i . . 

. ^»or dare arraign your. high decree !. 



Le|^ 
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Let her be blefsM with health, with e^fc, 

With all your bounty has in flore ; 
Let forrow cloud my future days, 

Be Stella blcfs*d ! — I alk no more,. 
But lo ! where, high in yonder Eaft, 

The flar of Morning mounts apace ! 
Hence— let me fly th* unwelcome gueft. 

And bid the Mufe's labour ceafe. 
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When young, Life's journey I began, 

The glittering profped charm'd my eyes, 
I faw along th' extended plain 

Joy after joy fucceflive rife : 
And Fame her golden trumpet blew j 

And Power difplay'd her gorgeous charms J 
And Wealth engag'd my wandering view ; 

And Pleafure woo'd me to her arms : 
To each, by turns, my vows I paid, 

As Folly led me to admire ; 
While Fancy magnified each fliade, 

And Hope encreas'd each fond defire. 
But foon I found 'twas all a dream; 

And learnM the fond purfuit to (hun. 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 

And thoufands, daily, are undone : 

G 5 And 



And Fame, 1 found, was empty air ; 

And Wealth had Terror for her gueft ; 
And Plcafure's path was ftrewM with Care ; 

And Power was vanity at belt. 
Tir'd of the chace, I gave it o*cr ; 

And, in a far fequederM (hade, 
To Contemplatioi>*s fober power 

My youth's next fervices I paid. 
There Health and Peace adorn'd the Icene ; 

And oft, indulgent to my prayer, 
With mirthful eye, and frolic mien, , 

The Mufe would deign to vifit there : 
There would fhe oft, delighted, rove 

The flow'r»enamcll*d vgle along ; 
Or wander with jne through the grove. 

And liften t»^ the wood-lark's fong ; 
Or, 'mid the forefi's awful gloom, 

Whilft wild amazement fill'd ray eyes, 
Recall p'dfl ages from the tomb, 

And bid ideal worlds a rife. 
Thus, in the Mufc's favour blef}, 

One wifli alone my foul could frame, 
And Heaven beflow'd, to crown the rell, 

A friend, and Thyrfis was his name. 
For manly conflancy, and truth. 

And worth, uuconfcious of a llain, 
He bloomM, the flower of Britain*s youth, 

The boaft and wonder of the plain. 



Stili, 
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Still, with our years, our friendfliip grew ; 

No cares did tlien my peace deftroy : 
Time brought new bleflings, as he flew ; 

And every hour was wing*d with joy ; 
But foon the blifsful fcene was loft ; 

Soon did the fad reverie appear ; 
Lov^ came, like an untimely frofl. 

To blaft the promife of my year. 
I faw young Daphne's angel form, 

(Fool that I was, I blefsM the fmart) 
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 

The deaj infedion feiz*d my heart : 
She was — at leaft in Damon's eyes— * 

Made up of lovelinefs and grace ; 
Her heart a Granger to difguife ; 

Her mind as perfect as her face : 
To hear her fpeak, to fee her move, 

(Unhappy I, alas ! the while) 
Her voice was joy, her look was love. 

And Heaven was open in her fmile I 
She heard me breathe my amVoua prayers^ 

She liften'd to the tender ftrain. 
She heard my fighs, die faw my tears, 

And feem'd, at length, to fliare my pain* 
She faid fhe lov'd— and I, poor youth ! 

(How foon^ alas i can Hope perfuade!) 
Thought all (he faid bo more than truth. 

And all my love was well repaid* 

G 6 In 
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In Joys unknown to Courts, or King»^ 

With her I fate the live-long day, 
And faid and look'd fuch tender things^ 

As none befide could look, or fay ! 1 
How foon can Fortune fliift the fcene, 

And all our earthly blifs dcftroy ?-— - 
Care hovers round, and Grief's fell train 

Still treads upon the heels of Joy. 
JAy age's hope, my youth's beil boa^. 

My foul's chief blcffing, and itiy pride, 
In one fad nAOirient all vt^ere loft ; ' 

And Daphne* chang'd, and Thyrfis died. 
Oh, who, that heard her vows ere-while. 

Could dream thofe vows were infincere ? 
Or, who could think, that faw her fmile. 

That Fraud could find admittance there ? 
Yet, fhe was falfe ! — my heart will break ' 

Her frauds her perjuries were fuch — 
Some other tongue than mine muft fpeak— 

I have not power to fay how much .' 
Ye fwains, hence warn'd, the bait avoid ; 

Oh fliun her paths, thc-trait'refs ftiun ! 
Her voice is death, herfnoilc is fate. 

Who hears, or fees her, is undone. 
And, when Death'* hand fliall clofe my eye, 

(For foon, I know, the day will come) 
Oh chear my fpirit with a figh ; 

And 'grave thefe lines upon my tomb. 

THE 
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Consigned to duft, beneath thi« ilono, 

In manhood's pride is Damon laid j , . , 

Joylcfs lie liv'd, and died unknown, ■ 

In bleak Misfortune*s barren fhade. 
Lov'd by the Mufe, but lov'd in vain— 

'Twas Beauty drew his niin on ; 
He faw young Daphne on the plain ; 

He lov'd, bdiev'd, ^od was undone : 
Hi» heart then funk beneath the ftoiin, 

(Sad meed of unexampled truth) 
And Sorrow, like an envious worm, 

Devour'd the bloifom of his youth. 
Beneath this flone the youth is laid— 

Oh greet his afties with a tear ! 
May Heaven with bleffings crown his fhade, 

And grant that peace he wanted here ! 

STANZAS TO , WITH THE FOl^EGOING 

,' EXEGIBS* 

Since yon pj^rmit the lowly Muf^e 
This offering at your feet to lay, : ; 

Her flight with ardour flic renews $ 
Nor heeds the perils of the way: 
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If, in tke Poet't artlefs lays,. 

Late warbled in his native grove, 
You find, perchance, one line to praife^ * 

Or fhould one fentiment approve ; 
^Let critics babbte oler and o*cr. 

Of figures falfe, and accent wrong. 
Bled in thy fmile he afks no more- 
There muft be merit in the fong* 
But, when of Epitaph and Worm, 

Of Death and Tombs the bard doth rave. 
You'll alk, how Tcap'd he from the ftorm ? 

What power hath fnatchM him from the gravel! 
The Mufe the fecret will impart ; 

(For what avails it to difguife ?) 
A fpeck he faw in Daphne's heart, 

That dimm'd 'the liifFre of her eyes. 
But, had the maid thy power poiTefsM, 

To bind and (Irengthen Beauty's charm ; 
The virtues glowinjg in thy breaft : 

The graces breathing in thy form : 
Of manners gentle, and fincere. 

Had Daphne been what ■ ' ■ . ' is. 
And had Misfortune's flroke fevere 

Then robb'd him of his promis'd bitft, 
Too big for words, the deep diftrefs 

Had quickly flopped the Poet's tongue : 
O'er borne by Faffion's wild excefs, 
JBUs heart had funk, unwept, unfung. 

The 
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The youth, too furc, had ** cTicd unknown 5^ 

No lover's figh his (hade had blefs'd ; 
No rude memorial on his flone 

Had mark'd his afties from the reft; 
Unlefs, perchance, with one kind tear, 

The pitying maid his fate fhould mourn^ 
And bid fome happier fervant's care 

To throw a laurel on his urn. 



A PASTORAL BALLAD, COMPOSED ONB HUNDRED 
YEARS AGO, 

GoOD-NATURE and Courtefy, fitters I ween. 

Twin daughters of Virtue the mother ; 
In features fo like, that when (ingle they're fecn, 

Folks often take one for the other : 
In gentle complacency, gefture, and grace, 

A difference fcarce cpuld you fee ; 
Save one, when you fpoke to her, fmil'd in your face l 

T* other modeftly bended the knee. 

One fine Summer's morning refolv'd on a roam. 

They rofe with the lark, and as gay, 
For as they intended to go far from honoue^ 

They dr^ftM th^nafcivcs out for the day t 

Their 
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Their bumq^ they l^c'd, fo to le^v^ tj^^.knec bare, 

And move with a grace uyconfin'd ; 
Their robes that were wont to flpw loofe in the air, 

Were carelefsly tuck'd up behind. 

EnihrinM in a fcarf of a rofe-colour'd hue, 

As fplcndid and bright as the morn ! 
A prefent which Hebe, the fair goddefs, threw 

O'er their faces the day they were born : 
While fragrance by Zephyr was pilfer'd away, 

And wafted all over the dale ; 
Their fair auburn trefles a -loofe in difplay, 

Were wantonly kifs'd by th^ gale. 

Thus array'd for the journey, and each to her mind, 

They chearfully walk'd on together ; 
Their fleps were fo light, left no traces behind, 

An(i their hearts were as light as a feather : 
*' Far weflward,*' faysCourtefy,'* lives a fam*d knight, 

*' Near a town in the mountains of Kerry ; 
** If fatigu'd, we*il repofe at that feat of delight, 

•' He was wont to be courteous and merry. 

** Erft often times happy we've fung, danc'd, and 
** pliy'd, 
** And ftolick'd away with each other ; 
f * Hand in hand o'er the lawn and the vallies we 
*' ftray'd, 
** T^^y *o^^ U3 for fitter and brother : 

** Fame 
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** Fame fays^ he's much cbang'd iince h^ tOQk afeir 
*' bride, 

** Who prefides at the caftle of Dingle." 
** He fiire won't forget us, Good-nature ifipli^d, 

** Who carefs'd us fo often when fingle," 

Thus in charting flong they b^guil'diaway reft, 

Till at length they difcpver'd a town j < 
Jufi: as Sol funk reciin'd iippn Theti^'s bte^ft. 

And Eve became duiky and brown ; ' 

When the ca,ftle th,ey fought fpf, firofe in fuU view. 

Both their eyes ^nd their he^rta to delight ; 
Whofe fplendid appear^q^e,th<^y wtry well knew, • - 

And its bountiful owner, the knight. 

As they drew near th^ gj^te, they adjufted each grace. 

Which had fuffer'd, thro' toil and the weather. 
The hair, the rude wind had blpwn over the face^ 

They comb'd in, 4Pd ti^d up together; 
Then rapt at the dpor, and Qdtk feat ia her name; 

Which annoqnc'd that two Ladies did ^ait ; : • 
Old acquaintanpc, th^y faid, and t licy thought it na 
(hame 

To pay him a vifit, though Tate. 

When a dowdy-like figure, in riding attire. 

With as little of beauty as grace ; 
The cheeks all empurpl'd with fpots rpd as fire, 

Suffufing it o'er the whole face : 

With 
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With anni fet a kimbo^ and mafctiline ait, 

Advanc'd like the caiUe*8 defender ; 
Tho' the Tex none can vouch^as it breeches did wear. 

And feemM of the £pieene gender. 

But a (hrill female voice foon the woman declared, 

Which piercM like- the wind in December | 
AiTailing the eairs of the Nympht (Who.were fcarM) 

In woi:dt they have caufe to remembeV : 
•• How have ye the confidence^ huffeys,** flic cries^ 

f « At this time of the night to alarm me ? 
*' The names you fent in are a parcel of lies ; 

*• you are trulk that belonrg to the army. '' ' * 

•* The perfon youVe had the afTurance to name, 
^* Whofe former acquaintance you boaft ; 

•* Its the worth of his ears to acknowledge your claim, 
♦* While I'm at the head of the roaft : 

** Such trollops (hall never come i\,ear his domain,---* 
*< So march offy and fe«k for new pi aces/'— 

Then turned on her heel with an air of difdarn, 
.And flapt the door full in their faces. 



THE 
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THE LAWYER'S PRAYER, 

A FSAGMENT. 
BY DK. BLACKSTOnE. 

OrDAIN'D to tread the thorn/ ground. 

Where few, I fear, ^rc found ; 

Mine be the confcience void of blame i 

The upright heart ; the fpotlefs name ; 

The tribute of the widow's pray'r ; 

The righted orphan's grateful tear ! 

To Virtue, and her friends, a friend ; 

Still may my voice the weak diefend ! 

Ne'er may my proftituted tongue 

Prote£l th' oppreflbr in his wrong ; 

Nor wrefl the fpirit of the laws, 

To fan6ti fy the villain's caufe ! 

Let others, with unfparing hand^ 

Scatter their poifon through the land i 

Inflame difTention, kindle flrife ; 

And drew with ills the path of life ; 

On fuch, her gifts let Fortune (bower, 

Add wealth to wealth, and power to power ^ 

On me, may favouring Heaven bcftow, 

That peace, which good nacn only know» 

The 
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The joy of joys, by few poffefs'd, 
The eternal funfliine of the breaft ! 
^ Power, fame, and riches, I refign — 
The praife of honefly be mine ; 
That friends may weep, the worthy figh j 
And poor men blefs me when I die I 

LbVE elegv. to damon^ ^ 

jNO longer hope, fond youth, to hide thy pain *, 
No longer bluih the fecret to iraparr ; 

Too well I know what l^roken murmurs mean. 
And (Igh's that burfi, half flifled, from the heart*' 

Nor did I learn tbi$ Ml by Qvid'a rul^ ; 

The magic arts are to thy friend ui)knowi\ ; 
I never fludied but in Myra's fchool ; 

And only judge thy pafiion by my own. 

Believe me, f Love i^ jealous of his power ; 

Confcfs by times the influence of the God : 
The ftubborn feel new torments every hour ; 

To merit mercy, we muft kifs the rod. 

* Non ego celaii poflifti, quid nutus amantis, 

^u'vdve ferant miti lenia verba fono. 
Nee mihi funt fortes.- TJBUt. 

•f- Define (}iffiinularci Dcuscrqdellus urit, 
Q^os vidct invitos fuccubuiffe liBi. tibul. 

la 
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In vain, alas 1 you feek the lonely grove. 

And in fad numbers to the Thames complain : 

The (hade, with kindred foftnefs, foothes thy love ; 
Sad numbers foothe, but cannot cure thy pain» 

When Ph«bu9 felt (a^ flory fings) the fmart, 
By the coy beauties of his Daphne fir'd, 

* Not Phoebus felf Could profit by his art, ' 
Though all the Nine the facred" hy infpir'd. 

Even fliould the maid vouchafc to hear thy fong, 
No tender feelings woiild its forrows raife ; 

For, Verfe hath moum'd itnagin'd woes fo long, 
She'll hear unmovM, and without pitying praife. 

Nor yet, proud maid, fliould*ft thou refufc thine caf; 

Nor are the manners of the Poet rude ; 
Nor pours he not the fympathetic tear, 

His heart by anguiih, not his own, fubdu'd* • ; 

When fairefl names in long Oblivion rot, 

(For faireft names muft yield to wailing Tipne) . 

The Poet's miftrefs 'fcapes the common lot, 
And blooms uninjur'd in his living rhime. 

• Nee profunt Djmino; i^ttx' profunt dtftfiibnrf artw.' ov^d 
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CMITATIOK OF THE EIGHTH ODE IN THE THIED 
BOOK OF HORACE. 

BY ME* H AE E I 8. 

TO. THE HON. THOMAS WINNIMGTOK9 EtOt 

You a& why t>acheIors take flate ; 
My little room, my fcaaty plate. 

Thus ftirbiih'd out for dinner—* 
Eloquent Senator, this treat 
Was-TowM when in wine«licence feat. 

You placM a half-ilarvM finner. 

This day revolving, (hall produce 
My weU-wax'd, choiceft, facred juico 

Of Claret and Champaign , 
Old Cyprus labelled from renown. 
Of battle fought, or taken town. 

In godlike NaiTau's reign. 

O Winnington ! now freely quaff. 
Prolong the revels and the laugh, 

Let Strife and Envy vanifh ; 
Forget the fiate and civil cares, 
. The realms of Auftria rent in Ihares, 

Each German contefi baniOi. 
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Spain (hall fubmit, that flow tam'd foe, 
France quits the meditated blow, 

Her famifh'd fleet retiring ; 
Soon RuiHa's fons (hall fill the plain, 
The balance England hold again, 
H Walpole and George infpiring. 

Of great affairs now waih your hands, 
And leave the empty Jioufe to Sandys, 

Of bufinefs ever thinking; 

Let him and Gyb n finifh now. 

The nothing that there's left to do, 

While we fit gaily drinking. 

Forget fo^ once all public cares. 
All parli'mentary affairs, 

All precedents and order; 
Not e*en about' ele6tions think. 
Nor figh at the expence of drink. 

Dear glorious recorder. 

But tell, when firft by Polly movM, 

How great your flame, how much you lov*d, 

How many tinges you kifs'd her— 
Poor girl, deferted and forlorn ! 
This for the night — then in the morn, 

Fly with relays to Worccfler. 



OH 
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ON CERTAIN NAW i9lit>lN09 NEAR THE ROVaL 
EXCHANGE. 

Vv HEN IfracFs iiihpiotre fonaf fofgot ' 
The God, whd tHtir deKv'rattid^roiigfif, ' ^ 

And fell, before a ca|f of ^old ; ^, , 

Or when'fney ibXn^'d tlie facred uf^ 
And worftip of Jehovah^shouife, 

Built tables there^ and bought and fold : 

To ours, thfelf^ wtl^ birfptrtiy crimes, . ^ " 
The Chriftian Jews ^oi^th&dtii^i tifh'eS ' * ' 

Outdo the deeds of ,all their race ; . • 

They boldly tilmble tempks down, ^^ j. 

And then, th' impiety to croWn, 

Set up their idol in tlae place. 

THE MIRROR OF" KNlGHTrfoOD. 

A TR,UE TALE WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1734- 

Ribbons and (lars, and courtly toys, 
Attrad the wond'ring vulgar's eyes . . 
Who, ah implicit homage pay 
To ev'ry thing that's glit'ring gay ; 

A dunce 
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A dunce, or what's inanimate, 
A golden afs, or coach of ftate | 
But the difcerning few, the wife, 
Trutl not entirely to their eyes ; 
•For they confider Honour's feadges 
Are not true Merit's conftant wages. 
Examples in all lands abound. 
Except our own, where few are found t 
And therefore, to avoid refleftion x 
A foreign tale is my deftion. 

An Englifh merchant *, who for trade 
His refidence Oporto made, 
Liv'd in a houfe of ftrudlure odd i 
One wing extending to the road. 
Which made a nook where people flood, 
The fountains of a briny flood. 
Sol here intenfely darts his beams. 
And raifes fufFocating fleams. 
Our merchant, who could not endure 
The nuifance, fludied for a cure. 
Should he delire them to forbear ; 
A fliow'ry Iky as foon would hear : 
iFor they but fmall regard would ihow 
A foreigner, their churches foe. 
This brought to mind their fuperflition ; 
(A lucky thought in his condition) 

• The late Sir Robert Godfchall. 

Vol. VL H Wirh 



With that he for a workman fends, 

Bids him forthwith the corner cleanfe, 

And in it then a crofi ere^, 

(Objedt of Catholics refpcft) 

^Tis ; done the paflengers no more 

Infeft the corner as before ; 

But kneeling there, the crof$ adore* 

The King, fpon after, hapt to dub 
With knighthood, a notorious fcrub : 
{Ye Britons take my ftory right 
'Twas Portugal that own'd the knight) 
So ill beftowM a grace became 
Of converfation general theme : 
When at our Merchant's table one. 
On the fame fubje£t thus began ; 
** 1 muft confefs, I'm at a lofs, 
** How the King came to give the crofs 
** To fuch a wretch, the public fcorn !" 
(7 he crofs their badge of knighthood worn) 
Our Merchant, with a fmile, replies, 
" 'Tis done with reafon. Kings are wife ; 
** The fame Tve to my corner done, 
•* That it might not be pifs'd upon," 
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THE CURSE OF AVARICE. 

A S O N O, 

What man in his wits had not rather be poor, 

Than for lucre his freedom to give ? 
Ever bufy the means of his life to fecure, ' 

And fo ever neglecting to live. 

Environ*d from morning till night in a croud. 

Not a moment unbent or alone ; 
Conflrain'd to Be Jibjedt, tho' never fo proud. 

And at every one*s call but his own. 

Still repining, and longing for quiet each hour. 

Yet ftudioufly flying it ftill ; 
With the means of enjoying his wifli in his powV, 

But accursM in his wanting the will. 

For a year muft be pafsM ; or a day muft be come. 

Before he has Icifure to reft; 
He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty Aim, 

And then, will have time to bebleft. 

But his gains, more bewitching the more they incrcafe, 

Only fwell the defires of his eye : 
Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleafe, 
Let not even mine enemy die.- 

H J .EPIGRAM. 
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E P- I G Jl A M. 

" MISER fpicd a nioufe about his houfe ; 
^hatdo you here, fay? he, my pretty itioufe? 
Smiling, replies the moufe, you need not fweat, 
•I come for lodgings friend, and not tor meat. 
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It happen'd in a healthful year, 
(Which made prpvifions very dear 

And phyfic mighty cheaj> ;) 
A Doctor, fore opprefs*d with want, 
On bulinef? turning out fo fcant, 

Was one day feen to weep. 

A neighbour aik'd him why fo fad. 
And hop'd no dangerous ilJnefs had 

To any friend bcfel— 
O Lord ! you quite miflake the cafe, 
.(Quoth BliRer) Sir, this rueful fa^ 

Is 'caiife my friends ate. well. 
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THE M OR N I N G V I S I r, 

A DIALbCfUE BETWEEN LADf RATTLE Akt>" 
LADY J^AM. 

L'. R, Good morning, dear coufin, pray how do 

you do ? 
1 hope you was fortunate Jail night at loo. 

L. p. No, trufl mis, I ne'er had'fuch ill-luck before'; 
I loll a hundred fwect pieces, or more ; 
The clock juft ilruck five as I went to bed. 
Which caufes a fort of an ach in my head, • 
But prithee what news ? 

L. R. — — Oh ! furprifing indeed ! 
Lord Razorface fain would perpetuate his breed,' - 
And therefore he*8 married 

L, p, —Heaven grant me rcpofe ! 

'Tis fome little wretch, fure, that nobody knowsi 

For no one of any diftindtion would be 

United to fuch a poor reptile as he. 

His recent behaviour mufl bar his purfuit ; 

By all he's eonje6tur'd a fool or a brute ; 

And befides he's no Lord, 'tis all a mere fi6kion^ 

Of that in the ca/e we have thorough convidtion* 

H 3^ L. R« 
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L» R, I have let you run on; to enhance your 
, furprife, 
TaXe this paper, and fee ;— believe your own eyes. 

L. ?• Is*t pofliWe ? No. Let me read it again ; 
Such folly, furc, never infe(f^ed a brain ! 
The am*rous Lady was at her laft prayers 
To, wed an impoftor — I'd wait till white hairs^ 
Had grizzled my pate o'er, ere I wou'd unite 
With one whofe connections would ihame me outright. 

L. R. The new-married couJ)le laft Friday appeared 
At Ranelagh— Lord how the company fneer*d, 
To fee his mock Lordfhip fupporting his bride | 
Who hung, with a languifliing air, by his fide. 
I vow and protcft 'twas diverting to hear 
How often flic fondly repeated. My dear ! ^ 

Her female companion, as puffer, oft cried. 
Lord I Where's Lady Razorface, where is the bride ? 
Did you fee Lady Razorface ? it was her care 
To buz the new title about ev'ry where% 

L. p. 'Twas farcical, truly ; but tell me my dear, 
If Lady Fanniliay her rival, was there ? 

L. &• . She was ; and Icok'd charming ;-— 1 

V cannot exprefs 
The pleafing effeft of her innocent drefs. 

But 
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But what is more wonderful ftill, yon mull kno^v^ 
A Lady that died, as he faid, long ago j 
The daughter of him that you know made a noifc " 
Lord blefs me ! what makes me forget ? — the great 
caufe ! 

L. F, Is it A— — — — y's ? 

L. R. — Yes [ you have hit it-*the fame— 
She that very night, fare to Ranelagh came : 
And Nature fo lavtfli has been to the Fair, 
You'd have fworn that an angel was habitant there 
The bridegroom, in fpite of his ignorant boaft, 
Seem'd really as tho* he perceived a ghoft ; 
His colour grew wan— though 'tis nat'rally fo, 
But he was, I belive, unprepar'd for the blow. 
She met him — he turn'd but too icon in %hs rounds 
She darted a glance— bright^ fenfe might coafouad | 
And then in a tone quite ironical, cried, 
I, two years ago, of a confumption died. 
But pray, don't I look very well for a fhade ^ 
The malady was in my purfc the* difplayM : 
But now Tm recover'd, you fee I'm grown fat 
And D-n*v-n there (hall experience that : 
My coufin Dorinda and I will unite. 
And fee if our forces won't conquer him quite. 
Confounded, he quitted the place with his bride,^ 
And Wh— 1— r^ with fond admiration was ey'd. 

H4 LP. 



i 156 J 

U p. I thaofc you, my dear, for your news ; but 
you'll ftay 

And dine here to-day, in a family way ; • ' 

Then at night repair with us to Lady Bragg's routfe^, 

And circulates what weVe been talking about. 

PHrtOr 



TO THE EDITOR- 

Dining at tady Ramble's the other day, it was 
propofed, after dinner, by her Lady{hip*8 fitter, to 
hear Mifs, who is a fine girl of about eleven years of 
age, concerning feme points fhe had bten inftrudted 
in relative to her duty in life ; which being agreed 
to, her Ladyfhip defired Mifs to fland up, and then 
aflced the queftions, and received the anfwers follow- 
ing : and as they may be of fervice to other young 
Ladies of Quality, I have tranfmitted them to you, 

SOCRATISSA* 

t. R. My dear ! pray tell me what you was brought 

into the world for ? 
MISS. A huiband. 
L» R. O my dear! you fiiould fay to be admired. 

AWNT. 
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AUNT. Well, I vow I think my niece has given a 

better anfwer ; as fhe came to the poinft 

dire£lly, and brought the matter hooic at 

jonce. 
L, R. What is the duty of an hufband ? 
MISS. To pleafe his wife. 
L. R. What is theduty of a wife i 
MISS. To pleafe herfclf. 
L, R. What are the principal objects on which a 

fine lady fliould fix her attention ? 
MISS. Drefs and admiration. 
L. R. What is the chief ufe of a fine lady's eyes ? 
MISS To flare and ogle at the men. 
L, R. What is the bufinefsof a fine lady ? 
MISS. To play at cards, go to routs, balls, playi, 

operas, &c. and carry on intrigues. 
lS r. What is the religion of a fine lady? 
MISS, To pay her devotions at court, and make her 

curt'fies in the drawing-room. 
L. R. May a fineiady ever go to church ? 
MISS. Very feldom ! and then flie muft bcfure to 

fleep there, or talk very loud, and flander 

fome of her acquaintance. 
L. R. Which is the be(l book in the world ? 
MISS. Hoyle on* Quadrille. - 
L. R. From whende come the politefl falhions, and 

the heft filks ? 
MISS. From France. 

H s I. I. 
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£• it* Who make the bed fervants f 

Mxs»« l*he French. 

L« R« Very well, my deir ! you don*t forget, I find. 

AUNT* I vow my niece is very perfed in her edu- 
cation, and will make a fine accomplifiicd 
woman* 



A MODERN GLOSSARY. 

Angel. The name of a woman, commonly of 

a very bad one. 
iwvTHOR. A laughing fiock. It cpeans likewife a 

poor fellow ; and in general an object of contempt. 
BEAR. A country gentleman ; or, indeed, any ani- 
mal upon two legs that doth not make a handfome 

bow. 
BEAUTY. The qualification with which women 

generally go into keeping. ^ 

BEAU. With the article a before it, means a great 

favourite of all women. 
BRUTE. A word implying plain-dealing and iinceri« 

ty J but more efpecially applied to a philofopher. 
r Any ftick of wood with a head to it, 
< and a piece of black ribband upon 



CREATURE, 
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C11&ATUI.E. A quality expreffion, of low con^ 

tempt, prpperly coniiri'd only to^the nio«»thsof 

ladies who are right honourable. 
CR z TIC. Like homo^ a name given to all the bwaan 

race. 
COXCOMB. A word of reproach^ a4d yet at the 

fame time iignifying all that is mofi: comnBcndable* 
DAMNATION. A term appropriated to the Theatre : 

though fometimes more largely applied to all vrorkt 

of invention, 
»EATH. The final end of man ; as well as of the 

thinking part of the body, as of all the other parts. 
DRESS. The principal accompliiiment of men ^ad* 

women. 
DULLNESS. A word applied by all w^ritws to the wit 

and humour of others. 
EATING. A fcicnce. 
PINE, An adjeftive of a very peculiar kind, deftfoy*- 

ing, or, at leaft leflening the force of tbefobflan^ 

tive to which it is joined, as fine gentleman, fine 

lady, fine houfe, fine cloaths, fine tafte I — in alf 

which, fine is to beundcrftood in a fenfefoxnewhat 

fynonymous with ufelefs. 
rooL. A complex idea, compounded of poverty^ 

honefly, piety, and fimplicity. 
GALLANTRY. Fomication and adultcry. 
GREAT. Applied to a thing, fignifies bignefs : when 

to a man, often littlenefs, or meannei's. 

H 6 G09D 
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GOOD* A word of as many different fenfes as the 
Greek word *Ex^» or as the Latin J^ ; for 
which reafon it is but little ufed by the polite. 

HAPPINESS. Grandeur. 

HONOUR. Duelling. 

HUMOUR. Scandalous ties, tumbling and dancing 
on a rope. 

JUDGE. 1 An old woman. 

JUSTICE, i 

KNAVE. The name of four cards in every pack. 

KNOWLEDGE. In general, means knowledge of the 
town ; as this is, indeed, the only kind of know- 
ledge ever fpoken of in the polite world. \ 

LEARNING. Pedantry. 

roTE. A word properly applied to our delight, in 
particular kinds of food ; fometimes metaphorically 
fpoken of the favourite objeds of all our appetites. 

MARRIAGE. A kind of traffic carried on between 
the two fcxeSy in which both are conilantly en- 
deavouring to cheat each other, and both are com- 
monly lofers in the end. 

MISCHIEF. Fun, fpnrt, or paftime. 

MODESTY. Aukwardnefs, rufticity. 

NO-BODY. All the people in <5reat-Britain, except 
about 1200. 

HONSENSE. Philofophy, efpecially the philofophical 
writings of the ancients, and^morc efpecially of 
Ariftotle. 

r ' . OPPORTUNITY. 
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'OPPORTVKiTY. The feafon of cuckoldona; '' 
PATRIOT A candidate for a place at court. 
POLITICS, The art of getting fuch a place. 
PROMISE. Nothing. 
jEtELiGiON. A word of no meaning; but which fervcf- 

as a bugbear to frighten children with. 
RicHESi The only thing , upon earth that is really 

defireable, or valuable. 
ROGUE. 1 A man of different party fromyour^ 
RASCAL. J fclf.. 
SERMON A fleepy dof«. 
SUNDAY. The beft time for playing, at cards. 
SHOCKING. An epithet which fine ladies apply to 

almofl any thing. It is, indeed, an intctjedtion 
» (if I may fo call it) of delicacy. 
TEMPERANCE. Want of fpirit. 
TASTE. The prefent whim of the town, whatever 

it be. 
TEASING. Advice ; chiefly that of a hulband. 

}Siibje6ts of difcourfe. 

WIT. Prophanenefs, indecency, immorality, fcur- 
rility, mimickry, buffoonery ; abufe of all good 
men, and efpccially of the clergy. 

WORTH. Power, rank, wealth. 

WISDOM. The art of acquiring all three. 

WORLD, Your own acquaintancet 

STANZAS 



STANZAS TO THE J-ADIES. , 

t>l^'TH£I& HEADoD&£SS FOR. THE YEAR 1768. 

. Tot fremit ordinihns^ tot adhuc compagibus ahum 
^dtficat caput \ Andromachen a ffonte videhisy 
P'oft minor ejt^ aliam credos,' 

rl A VE ye itevcf fcen a net 

Hanging at your kitchen door,^ 
Ituff'd with dirty ftraw, bcfet 

Witk oM ik^wers o*cr and o'er ?' 

f you have — it wonder breeds 

Ye from hence fhould {leal a fafhion,* 
Lnd ihould heap your lovely heads ^ 

Suck a deal of fifthy trafli on« 

True, your trefles wreath'd with art 

(Bards have faid it ten times o*er/ 
' orm a net to catch the iieart 

Of the moft unfeeling lover. 

Jut thus robbM of half your beauty, 

Whom can you induce fo high ? 
)r incline for love or fuit t' ye 

By his nofe, or by his eye ? 

When 



When he viewr (what fcarce Td' credit 

Of a fex fo fweet and clean, 
But that from a wench I had it. 

Of all-Abigails the queen) 

When he views your trefles thin^ 

TorturM by feme French frifeur, 
Horfe-hair, hemp, and wool within, 

Garnilh'd with a diamond ikewer. 

When he fccnts the mingled fleam. 
Which your plafter'd heads are rich in, 

Lard and meal, and clouted cream, 
Can he love a walking kitchen ? 

Sa?oxAM« 
ASONG FOR THE MALL. 

A PARODY ON WHITEHEAD'S SONG F0& lANB* 
LAGH. 

BY A LADY. 

Ye foplings and prigs, and ye civ^V-fc fmart 
things, 
Who move in wide Commerce's round, 
Pray tell me, from whence this abfurdity iprings. 
All orders of rank to confound ? 

What 
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What means tlie bag-wig, and the foHier-llkc air, 

On the tr^defm'an obfeqiiious and meek ? 
Siire Sabbaths were meant for retirement and pray*r> 
■ To amend the paft faults of the week. 

The youth, to whom battles and dangers belong. 

May call a fierce look to his aid ; 
Lace, blufler, and oaths; and afword an ell long. 

Are famples he gives of his trade : 
But you, on whom London indulgently fmiies. 

And whom counters fhould guard from all ills. 
Should flily invade with Humility's wiles, 

lattjplenjor deter iw- from hillsm - 

Old Grefham, whofe ftatue adorns the Exchange, 

Difplays the grave cit to our view, 
And filently frowns at a condu<^ fo flrange, 

So remote from your intVefts and you : 
Then learn from his gefture, grave, decent, and plain. 

To copy fair Prudence's rules ; 
For Frugality's garb will conceal your vaft gain, 

And fecure ye the plunder of fools. 

The eafe of a court,, and the air of a camp. 

Are graces no cit can procure ; 
Monfieur Jourdain * ilill plods in the Spitalfields 
tramp, 

Nor can Hart f the grown aukwardnefs cure ; 

• Vide Moliere's Gentleman Citizen, 
' f Adancing mafierinthc city. 

Thns 
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Thus if, apes of the fafliion, St. James's you croud, 
And prefs onwards, in fpitq of all flops, 

The Mall you mayj?//, and be airy and loud, 
But, trull me, yoti'll ne'er/// your fhops. 



ON THE T E IVl P L A R S. 

As by the. Templars holds you go,. 

The horfe and Iamb difplay'd, 
In emblematic figures fhew 

The merits of their trade. 

The client may infer from theucc, 

How juft i« their profeffion ; 
The lamb fcts forth their intfoccnce^^ 

1 he horfe their expedition. 

O happy Britons, happy iflc ! 

Let foreign nations fay, 
Where you get Juflicc without guile,- 

And law without delay. 



THE 
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THE ANSWER. 



Deluded men, thefe holds forego, - 

Nor truft fuch cunning elves ; 
lliefe artful emblems tend to (hew 

Their clients^ not themfelves, 

*Tis ail a trick, thefe are all (hams, 
By which they mean to cheat you ; 

But have a care, for you're the lambs, 
And they the wolves that eat you* 

Nor let the thoughts of no delay. 
To thefe their courts mifguide you ; 

*Tis you*re the ftiowy horfe, and they 
The jockycs that will ride you. 

A DESCRIPTION OFLONDONr 

Houses, churches, mixt together, 
Streets unpleafant in all weather, 
Frifons, palaces contiguous. 
Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous. 



Gaudy things enough to tempt ye, 
ihovy otitfides, iafides empty ^ 



Bubbles, 
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BubbleSi trades^ mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and cartr. 

Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid. 
Lords of lauDdrelTes afraid: 
Rogues that nightly rob and fhoet men. 
Hangmen, aldermen, and footmen. 

Lawyers, poets, priefls, phyficians, 
Noble, iimple, all conditions ; 
Worth, beneath a thread-bare covcr^ 
Villainy, bedaubM all over. 

Women, black, red, fair, and grey. 
Prudes, and fuch as never pray 5 , 
Handfome, ugly, noify, ftill^ 
Some that will not— more that will. 

Many a beau without a ihillin|^ 
Many a widow not unwilling; 
Many a bargain, if you ftrike it,. 
1 his is London ! — How d*yc like it ? . 

DESCRIPTION OF DUBLIN^ 

MaSS-HOUSES, churches, mixt together 5 
Streets unpleafant in all weather; 



The 
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The church, the four courts, and hell contiguous ; 
Caftle, College-green, and Cuftom-houfe gibbous. 

Few things here are to tempt ye. 

Tawdry outfides, pockets empty ; 

Five theatres, little trade, and jobbing artsj 

Brandy, and fnuff-fhops, poft-chaifes, and carts* 

Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid. 
Matters of their fervadts afraid ; 
Rogues that daily rob and rut men,. 
Patriots, gameflers, and footmen. 

Lawyers, revenue-officers, priefts, phyCcians, 
Beggars of all ranks, age, and conditions ; 
Worth fcarcc (hows itfelf upon the grotmdV- 
Villainy both with applaufe and profit crown*3. 

Women lazy, dirty, drunken, loofe. 
Men in labour flow, of wine profufe ; 
Many a fcheme that the public muft rue it : 
This is Dublin— if yt knew it.- 



A SKETCH OF PARIS. 

Ladies, whofedrefs, wit, fprightlinefs, and air, 

Charm, till their plaifler'd checks like fpcdres fcarc ; 

/ Mc&, 
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Men, Icarn'd, polite, iand yet fo much the prig, ] 
Their genius fcems quite centered in their wig ; 
Ferries and ferrymen, begrim'd like Charon ; 
Plump, chuckling priefts, dreft gorgeoufly as Aaron 5 
Pulpit enthuiiafts, foaming like mad Tom ; 
Coarfe vixins, ogling lewd in Notre Dame; 
Pert, fallow, fliptrfhoed damfcls, loofely drefsM, 
As.rifen from.bejd, and panting to be prefsM ; 
Shades, which the gazer for Elyiium takes^ 
*Till his flung -nofe fufpe^ts the neighboring jakes ; 
Nuns, joking now, now fighing, " Flefhis grafs i" 
Friars, who catches roar, and toaft a lafs ; 
An opera -houfe, large as our city halls. 
Fine adlion, words, fcenes, dreffes — difmal fqualls ! 
Round from Pont-Neuf the view fuperb and riehi 
Grand keys ; the river a genteel Fleet-ditch ; 
Lame hackney horfeSj as their drivers lean ; 
Figures unnumber'd, anti's to the fpleen ; 
Old wither'd cronies, in gaudy filks difplay'd ; 
Monks with toupees, and tonfors in broca.de ^ 
Tawdry, patched fempftrefles, befmearM with fnnff; 
l.ong-rapier'd pigmies, hid behind a muff ; 
Shoe-boys with ruffles ; lacqueys drcfs'd like qual — ; 
Such oddities ! the town feems all a droll : 
Turn where we will, our eyes new fplendors grcQt, 
Whilft half the city glares a Monmouth ftrect;. 
Still ipotlier. Vanity, had been thy fair. 
If the fara*d paiater, Bunyan, had been there. 

THE 
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THE BACHELOR'S CHOICE OF A WIFEI 

If e'er I wed, my wife iliall not be old, 
Deform'dy nor ugly, handfome, nor a fcold ; 
She ihanH be/pale, nor red, nor (hall Ihe paint ; 
Shall be religious too, hut not a faint ; 
She (hail have fenfe ; if not a wit, I'll take her : 
Give fach a wife, ye Gods, I'll ne'er forfake her. 

THE FEMALE COMPLAINT. 

BY A. LADY. 

Custom, alas ! does partial prove, 

Nor gives us even meafure ; 
A pain it is to maids to love. 

But 'tis to men a pleafure. 

They freely can their thoughts difclofe. 

But ours muft burfl within ; 
Tho' Nature eyes and tongues beftows, 

Yet Truth from us is Sin. 

Men to new joys and conquefls fly, 

And yet no hazards run ; 
Toor we a^re left, if we deny ; 

And, if w€ yield, undone* 

Then 
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Then equal laws let Cuftom find, 

Nor thus the fex opprefs ; 
More Freedom grant to woman kind, 

Or give to mankind lefs. 

ON A YOUNG LADY, 

BY A WILFUL MISTAKE READINTJ, "rUIUS/* 
FOR ** lUlllEs" 

ArV HEN wife philofopher's explain 

How gravity attracts. 
The weighty pow'r they ftill maintain, 

All in the centre adis. 

Thus tho' of earth the fmallefl part 

The heavy impulfe owns. 
Poize but the middle point with art. 

You balance all the zones. 

Hence fages, when of fpheres they write. 

At centers fix a letter, 
And wifely call the body by't : 

Take A, or chufe a better. 

If 
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Sf then on things we fix a name^ 
We borrow from the middle, 

How Mira''s reading's not to blame^ 
No longer is a riddle. 

For though, that white as hills of fnow 

A bubby is, moft true be. 
Peep (lily thro* the gaufe, 'twffl fliew 

The middle is a ruby^ 



MISS COURTNEY TO MISS ANNE CONOLLT^ 
MAY, 1753. 

ThO* kind your words — how full of forrow ! 
*' Adieu ! dear Bell — we part to-morrow J** 
Farewel ! dear lifter of my youth, 
Ally'd by honour, love, and truth-; 
Farewel our vifits, fports, and plays, 
Sweet folace of ourchildifli days ; 
Farewel our walks to Park and Mall, 
Our jaunts to concert, route, or ball ; 
Farewel our di(h of fprightly chat, 
Ofi — who faid this — and who did that ; 
Critiques on fcilTars, needles, pins. 
Fans, aigrettes, ribbands, capuchins, 

Along 
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A long farewel ! Conoly flies 

To diitant funs, and different fkies ! 

A mufein tears mores flow and dull 
How weak the; head^ the heart fo full ! 
Slight forrows find an eafy vent. 
And trifling cares are eloquent ; 
Sad fllence only can exprefs. 
The genuine pains of deep diftrefs ; 
Yet I couM rave in darkened chamber 
On feas of milk, and fliips of amber, 
Like frantic Belvidera, when is 
Perform'd the tragedy of Venice 
PrefervM — Oh ! as I hope to marry, 
Cibber is parted from her Barry ; 
This by the by, may ferve as news 
To-morrow on your way t*amufe. 
It caufes great, great fpeculation— 
Fart of the bnfinefs of the nation. 

But hang digreflions — to return ; 
And muft I three long winters mourn ? 
That tedious length fpun out and pad 
We meet— but how improved your tafte? 
Your figure, manner, drcfs, and wit. 
With all things for a Lady fit ; 
For, entre nous^ my dear, our faces 
Should be the leafl oi all our graces ; 

Vol. VL . I If 
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If nought bnt beauty wi»g& the dart. 

We firike the eye, but mif» the heart ; 

But huih, and till we meet again, 

Pray keep this fecret from the men : 

Should the weak things this truth difcover 

How few coquettes would keep a lover f 

And yet, fo plain (tho* blind' you know)' 

Milton could iee it years ago s 

Thus has the bard our fex attackt, 

•* Fair outward j inward left exa6t.** 

But you aftrong exception fiand. 

With Wit and Beauty hand in band. 

Apart how weak ! combin'd how ftrong ! 

They'll fweep whole ranks of hearts along ; 

Before fuch powVs. each foe will fly, 

Thzt princifal, and this ally. 

Lovers you then will flay in plenty, 

Like Bobadil each day your twenty ; 

Then will you grow the topic common, 

** How foon, (they'll fay) (hot up a woman ! 

•• What eyes,! what lips ! how fine each feature ! 

*'* Fore gad \^^ a moft delicious creature ! " ■ 

This from the beaux-— Mean time each belle, in 

Mere fpite, my dear, at your excelling, 

Stung to the heart and devilifh jealous 

Of homage paid by pretty fellows, 

Shall flirt her fan, and tofs, and fnufl*. 

And cr}»— ** The thing is well enough—— 

** But 
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" But for my fctrf^ tb- fey what'f tSrue t^e^ 
** I can't find out w&ere Hiss her beauty.'* 
Mean iAmt jrou finite wkii fiveet diiilaini - r 

Like Dkn *fflidft her meaner tram* 

TtittLB raff prophetic foul foreknows 
What Time Ihsill more anon difidofe* 
Swift move that time 6a rapid wiii|^ 
And ne^8 of dear Conotty bring : 
Yet let not^ thoTe who lov^ eomplain, 
if thiw ta part is^ktlling pain, 
'Tis flill to make the blifs more dear. 
When thefwect hour of meeting's near. 
So ftreams are Ibver'd' in their courfe 
To join again with double force. 

ON THE RUINS OF POMFRET CASTLE. 

^ Fatal and aminotu to nMe Peers^ 
WitUn theguiky cbfurt rftbj watts^ 
Richard the Second^ here was hacVd to death ; 
And^ for moreJUmder to tfy dijmaljeat^ 
We give to thee our guUdefs blood to drink. 

Earl Rivers' fpeech m Shakerp;ar/s Richt 
the ThircU Scene, Pomfrct Caftle. 

Look round this vaft and venerable place, 
Whofe ruin'd pile yet fliines with awful grace, 

I 3 ' jMajedicf 
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MajeiUc lUll 'midft all it's faded charms : 
See the wide wafie of all-confuming Age, 
The wreclpof nithlefswars and hodile rage^ 

And all the dire effe^s of more than ciyil arms. 

View favage Time with cankering tooth devour 
The folid fabric of yoa mouldering tower. 
That now in undiiUnguiih'd chaos lies : , , 
' Where erft the noble Lacey*s * Norman line 

PlannM the wide work, and form'd the vaft defign,. 
Aod bid with Gothic grace the ftately flru&ure rife : 

When lo ! on high the vaulted domes fu^nd, 
On lofty coliimns the wide arches bend, 

And maffive walls the vaft domain inclofe : 
In vain the hoftile Warrior's nervous art. 
With miffive force directs the barbed dart, 

Or with gigantic llrength the pondrous jav'lin throws. 

For many an age, the Lacey's noble race 
With arts and arms adorn'd the fplendid place, 

• The family- of Lacey, Earls of Lincoln and Hereford, came 
in with the Con^ueror^ and were the greateft fobjcds of chofe day*i 



As 
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As Heroes ttiumph'd, or as Patriots fhone : 
Till with the great Plantagenet's fair bride *, 
In nuptial dower thefe antient honours glide, 

The feat of future Kings, that grac'd the Englifli 
throne* 

On yonder hill, as ancient annals tell^ 

The holy Hero, and the Mart)ir fell, 
Which Hill, great Lancafter, thy mem*ry bears f ? 

There, 'midft the Saints enrollM, with rites divine. 

The pious Pilgrim fought the facred fhrine. 
And bath'd thy hallowM tomb with fympathizing 
tears. 

With holy zeal, ^d patriot graces arm'd, . 

With all the powers of confcious Virtue warm'd, 
*Midft Death's fad fcenes the pious Martyr iiniles : 

In vain, proud Mortimer the hoary fage 

Bleeds, the fad vidim of thy brutal ragCy 
Loft by thy lawlefs iove^ and all a woman's wiles* 

Look there, where erftybn mould'ring turret ftoodi 
Whofe mofs-grown ftones are ting'd with royal 
blood, 

* Blanche, the heirefs of Lacey, married the Duke of Lancafter# 
with whom came the honour of Pomfret. 

f Thomas Duke of Lancafter was beheaded oa the hill, which 
is now caUed St. Thomas's Hill, by the intrignct of Mortimer and 
the Qgeen of Edward the Second, and was «fterwardf canonized. 
I 3 'Midft 
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'Midil civil WoM» the haplds RictuM'dUed ^ s 
Th^re cruel Exxon's dark, aflaffin d^xf^ 
With bloody trcafon pierc'd the Modarch's heart, 

Aod ^x^d the tottering crown on haughty ifeory^f 
head. 

Here, vaulting Belingbrokb, thy feeble foe. 
Felt in each whifpering breeze th^ fotal hlow^ . 

Or heard Death's herald in each gnilty ftofle : 
Short 19 the date of captive Monarch's doom, 
'Twixt the dark prifon, and the yawning tomb^ . 

Jor bold Ambition bears qo riya) to the tl^one. 

See yonder tower, flill bluih with crimfon teint 
That flow^in plenteous flreams from noble vieas^ 
Where Vaughan and Gray by Gkmeefler's arts ex* 
' pir'dj 

Where Rivers f fell, and with his lateft breath 
Thefe mournful manfions dignified in death. 
With Patriot virtnci warm'd, and dawning Science 
fir'd. 

^ Eifhard tlxf $own4 Wt* mMcf«4 in P^ahfrct- CaAle, by Sir 
IPlftf ExtQri, bjr pfder of Boliogt^rpke^ aftexvrarfls I^i^fx ^^^ f *^<^* 

f Sir Thomas Vaughan, and Richard Lord Gra^c, hal£-brother 

to the Qjieen of Edward the Fourth, with .Woodvifle Lord RWers, 

*OfrA brdtber to thd fame Qpeen, were all beh^ded b^ce at the 

, fame time,, by the intrigues of the Duke of Gloucefter, afterwards- 

Klehtrd the Third. Eaxl Rivers was the great patron of learning, 

ani iritrodoeed QflXVon to Edward the Fourth, who firft bronsht 

pritmng ioto t»%UaiAt tk» IVa^iU NM Autkwu 

'Midft 
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'Midfi the wide flames that civil difcord fpread^ 

Whea by bafe arts the royal Martyr bled. 
Still loyal Pomfret fpurn'd the tyrant's hate ; 

Lait in thefe northern * climes that fcom'd to pajr 

A fervile homage to his lawlefs fw^y, 
And in inglorious eafe furvive their monarch's fate* 

Long, haughty Lambert, did thy veteran powers 
With iron tempefl ihake thefe folid towers* 

And round the walls the miilive murder lend : 
In vain, brave Morrice, did thy martial train 
With loyal zeal the hoftile (liocks fuftaiD^ 

And 'gainft Rebellion's fons thefe royal domes defend* 

Hark ! the loud engines tear the trembling walU^ 
And from its bafe the maffive fabric falls^ 

And all at once thefe antient honours hde : 
This princely pile with all it's fplendid ipoilf. 
Sinks 'midft the hayock of intefiine broiltp 

In proftrate ruins lofi and dark Oblivion lud» 

* Pomfret Caftle was the !•& fortrefs In At Mitk of SagUai 
that furrendered to the Parliament's forces, after the mardeir of 
King Cbarleti and was bcfieg^ and dcAtojd hj Gttoeral I^ambtct • 
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THE SCOTS DECREE* 

Jn Scotland once a King they had 

The firfl that there did reigh, 
Tho* no man ever knew his dad 

Yet Fergus was his name* 

This muckle Monarch on a day, 

To fhew his Scottifli prijle. 
Did to his nobles proirdly fay, 

At they flood by his fide : 

** Ken ye the man, or King, quo* he, 

** So great or wife as I ? 
** His wit and ftrength I fain would fee, 

** For I the world defy.'* 

His muckl&Lairds flood in amaze, 

And durft no anfwer make, 
For fear his paffion they fhould raife, 

And he their craigs would break. 

But one much wifer than the refl, 

Had heard Religion's fame, 
Told him that he, at his requed. 

Would tell a Monarch's name. 

a .. At 
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At which ^he mrghty Monarch rofey 

All fire, like a true Scot, 
Bid him the fecret then difclofe. 

Or he ihould go to poe. 

His name, quoth he, Jehovah is, 

The King of kings is he, 
The fountain of ail happinefs. 

The fupreme Deity, 

** De'il fau me, if e'er I heard 

" Of fike a King before, 
** Or ever ken*d I fike a Laird, 

** By fea or on ihcvihore, 

** Gang ye're ways, gud-man, to that fame KinjJ 

** And let him underfland, 
•* That you from me this jneflage bring, 

*^ And that its my command ; 

" YotcU him, he a cknowledge muft, 

«* That Tm the greater Laird, 
«* Or I'll his cities lay in duft, 

" His people put to th'fward,'* 

This wondfer of the Scottilh Court 

Did for a while retire^ 
To ufe his harmlefs rural fport; 

And quench his Monarches fire* 

I 5 Some 
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Some time he ilftid, then came to Courts 

And ken'd was by the Kiag, 
<* Weel man, quo' he^ did'ft reach the port I 

^* What meflage doft thou \mtkg F' 

" Troth have T, Sir, and thus he hy4^ 

* This meifage he does fend 
** If you will love, andtruft alw^t 

•• In him, hcMl be your friend,*^ 

" Do's he, gud troth? thendeel a'mc, 

*^ If any Scotiih man 
«* From this day e'er hrs kingdom fee, 

** Or e'er invade his land.** 

Thus, by a wife decree at firft; 

The Scotfmen loft their Heaven, 
But to employ them, (thus accurs'd) 

The itch to them was given* 



ON THE MODVltN VLAlD-WE A&ERSf 

What do I fee ridiculoufly clad 
Our Englifii beaux and belles in Highland plaid I 
The drefs of rebels ! by our laws forbid I 
No mattcr^why Ihould friends or foes be hid ? 

By 



By this 4f£^^ive badge arc traitors ihown^ 
Sure as &ee mafoos by their fignals known. 
Come to the mu^er, Ferkin, take thy roll. 
And of thy flaves in liy'ry fum the polL 

Yet fay, ye daflards, who in peaceful days 
Look bigy drink healths, and hope a traitor's praife^ 
In what dark comer didye lurk, when late 
To the lafi crifis Edward pufliM his fate ? 
Sculking behind the laws ye wi(h'd to break. 
Ye dar'd riik nothing for your Prince's fake $ 
Tamely ye faw his promised fuccours fail. 
And William's arms, like Aaron's rod, provaiU 
True to no fide, ye bats * of human kind, 
Defpifs'd by both, for public fcorn defignM, 
Still by your drefs diflinguifli'd from the refty 
Be James's forrow and be George's jeft. 

FVRTALVSv 

AN EPIGRAM^ 

See Natta's coach along the village runs, 
Drawn by four fcrubs, purfued by thrice four duns t 
Landikips and arms adorn the gay machine, 
Without all Vanity, all Vice withiur 

• See ^fop'ft Fabler. 

16 Th» 
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The mob the gaudy peagant firikes, they gaii^ . 
Andy * B— «*lly thy wond'rous art profufely praife : 
In difPrent views thy merit I explore; 
Thy works furprife me, but ibj/aitb much more. 



EPIGRAM 

OCCASIONED BT A GENTLEMAN's LOSING FRE- 
QJTENTLY TO LADY H— RR— N AT LOO. 

What tho' I hold of trumps a flufli, 

And boail a friend in pam ; 
Yet I dare own without a blufh, 

That I theloferam. 

Nay more, this happens every day, 

And is each night rcncw'd ; 
yor who with H— rr— n can flaj 

^nd fail of being W</. 

• The maker's oamc. 
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W&XTtBH EXTEMPORE BY A YOVVQ 6ENTXS« 
MAN, FEOM A MORNING VIEW ON A MOtTlr. ' 

TAIN IN THE SOUTH OF WALES, 

How awful the morning breaks over yon hill. 

Not a whifper ia^heard on the plain. 
Save the murmuring fweetnefs of yonder clear nll| 

By the mountains re-echoed again. - ■ - 

II. 

Sec Phoebus, how rofy he opens the day ; 

See his beams how they fport in the ftregm ; 
Obferve how contented that hind takes hfs way, . 

And tackles his beads to the team. 

III.] 

From his ftraw-cover'd cot, jull rofc for the day, 
See Contentment and Health in his face ; . 

The finiles of thofe bantlings his labours repay. 
The effects of a whoiefome embrace* 

IV. What 



[ ^» J 

IV. 

What 9, crot^d of Cwccl prattlers ! how he 
look! 

Yet their tannM little buffs are all feeli ; 
Obferve how they wantonly .paddle in the broofcy 

And race till they dry on the green* 

V, 

Had I on the fide of yon mountain a cot. 
With a moderate competence bleft, 

rd take a good wife, thank Heaven for my lot, 
And confider the world as a jefl« 

THE GRAND CATHQLICON: 

BEING A GENUINE FAMILY RECEIPT. 
WRITTlfirilF 1753. 

To form a Minifter, tbcingredifioU 

Are, a head fruitful of ezpedicftts^ 

Each futtjpd to the prefeiit minute^ 

(No harm if nothing eife be m it ;) 

The mind, tho* much perplex'd and harrafsM, 

'Ehe couQt'nance mufl be unembarrafs*d : 

High promifes for all occafions : 

A fet of treafonSi plots, invafions ; 
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Bullies/ to ward off caob diCiftttf : 

Much impudenoGi ta bra«€rlii§ maAer t 

The talents of ^ tfeoty maker ;. '7 

The fole difpoOil.al iikft.Bs^chQ^tierr 

0£ right and wrong no real feeling ; 

Yet in the aam^rof Bdtfr much dealing, ^ 

Infliort, thW man nitiflPbe a nsfetturc 

Of broker, fycophant, and ttickftfer; 

Who well can pack bis carch, and-teli 'cMf 

^^d knowa Jtf iqiii^ Jtt JUr. F^Uuw, 

ON A. L ATE IN C^n ENT, <* 

Jam fails Terris Nivis atque Jbra 
Grandinis thijh Pater^ m6x«> 

Three emineimnieftof the Law: ^ r i ,; i 
Lately travttt- don Sund^togethei^,^ . ' 

Thro' roads that were covered with fnow. 
Not regarding the day nor the weather : 

* TV ^"^ w«r« writiek mJkdM^tU JMmk^ 'iMi^m A 

9Wl> ymi. to, 1767. We hear tfiey have t prodigiout ^ntn* 
tity oif fnow upon the Wolds ; and that on Sunday^ the zith inft. 
18 three gentlemeni eminent in the profeffion of the LaW| were 
travelling from Pocklington to Hngget, they all three fiuck faft 
IB t ifiow-cbrift togeUie/> from vrhich tbej weie cxtrkaG^d with 



great difficnlty. 



At 
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At len gth they got into a pit 

(How difmai the tale to be told !) • . 
Where they and their horfei-r/* w/V, 
, Had like to have p^rifhM with cold. 

Tho* they often before, none can doubt. 
Had waded thro' thick and thro' thin. 

Yet the more now they try*d to get out. 
The deeper, alas ! they funk in. 

O Fortune ! now lend 'em thine aid. 
Or how can*ft thou anfwer thy charge i 

Thou badft Coke upon Xit tletoa laid,. 
And puU'd down the Statutes at largu 

The goddefs was mov'd with their cries. 
And determin'd to fave all their lives ; 

Then quick to their fuccour ihe flies. 
To the joy of their clients and wives* 

Ye Lawyers, remember their doom. 
And be warn'd at the fall of thefe men : 

L hope you will never prefume 
To travel on Sundays again. 
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A MOTTO FOR TH£ HON. CHARLES YORKB, A)l s 
ORATOR OF THE LONG ROBE — SPERO MELXORAt 

A, Noble ambition this motto reveals. 

It tells you-— the Orator hopes for the ieals ! 



THE SCHOOL OF RHETORIC. 

r4 EAR London Bridge once fiood a gate, 

i?f //««/, gave it name, 
Whence the green Nereids oyfters brings . ., ' ^^ t 

A place of public fame. 

Here Eloquence has fixt her feat ; 

The nymphs here learn by heart, ' 
In mode znd^gure flill to fpeak 

By modern rules of Art, 
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To each fair ^atnfs this fchool 

Its rhi^fk ftrong affords ; 
They doable and redouble trope* 

With fingerj fill, and wordsi 

Both n^^s^ ^n^JIrmgth^ mc\ J^m t^f ^i*^ 
With beauties ever nevr, 
Adorn the language of thefe Nymphs^ 
Who give to all their Jue. 

O ^dppy feat of happy Nymphs I 

For many agei known t 
To thee each r^r««i^ii iorcM to yif Lg^ 

Saeh/rirM in the town. 

Ltt other 4V4r^/ri boaft 

What titles elfe they pleafe : 
Thou fhalt be callM tbe Gate 4>f Tmigutt^ 

Of tongues that never ccafe, (t. ?.) 
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•K A GENTLEMAV WHO MISTOOK A KZf^m^ 
TRESI FOR A X.ADT OF FA&HIOK* 

Six tedious months young Damon 6^*6$ 

In vain his amorous tale : 
H« fu*d, implor'd, Chlo flill denied^ 

No efforts could prevail. 

At length le tried the ponr -r «f goldtf- 
Shefoon todudeforgoitl .. ^ 

The fair-^one was no longer cold^ 
ButprovM—iiiSM/ toclhi. 

VERSES 

ADDRISSED TO SOMB LADXBS OP HAKP«TiAf>» 



} 



CoNSTAN;T gamefters t cv^iy day, 

Ev'ry night, employed at playi - 

SquandVing wealth and time away; 

Never happy but at cards. 

You fliall meet with juft rewards, 

(For fiegled of family, 

Trufted to a fervant's eye, 

AnA 
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And domefiic bus^nefs, care 
Of each valuable fair) 
£lMie of quiet, peace, andjoy. 
Every cbmfort you deftroy, 
Whilft your thinking friends bemo^p, 
Wafie-and riot left at home : 
Childrens ruin, hufbands curfe. 
Prelude to an eaipty purfe ; 
No man leaves to fuch a wife 
More than bare fupport for life : 
Have recourfe to common fenfe. 
Reform, or take the coofcquence. 



ON THE RUN OF ROMBO AND JULIIT* 

Vv E L L— what to night ? fays angry Ned, 

As up from bed he roufes : 
Romeo again ! — and (hakes his head, 

M I potc 9n loth your hottpsi^ 



UPON 
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UPON ST. GEORGE TOR ENGLAND. 

St. GEORGE, to fave a maid, the dragon flew ; 
A pretty tale, if all that's faid be true ; 
$ome fay there wa« no dragon : and 'tis faid. 
There was no George;— I wUh there was. a maid. 



THE LOYAL PAIR. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

I*LL Itfi for a foldier, ftys Rbbin to Sue, ' 

T* avoid your eternal difputes. 
Aye, aye, cries the termagant, do, Robin, do, 

I'll rai/e^ the mean while, frefh recruits. 

«• ;• * 

ON A PRINTING-HOUSE. 

T HE world's a printing-houfe ; our words, our 
thoughts. 
Our deeds, are characters of fevVal fizes : 
Each foul is a compos'tor ; of whofe faults 
The Levites are corrcJters 5 Hcav*n rerifcs : 

Deatk 
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Death is the common preA ; from whence beingdriv**, 
Wtfve. gxtiiefd^ tk^et by fheet^ ind homai for 
Heav*n, 



Tff E I>f AMOf^ND. 

A FABLE« 

Long on Golconda's fhore a diamond lay 

Neglefted, rough j cencealM in eommon* chy : 

By every paiTenger defpisM and fcorn*d. 

The latent jewel thus in fecret mourned :— ^ 

'* Why am I thu& to fordid earth eonfin'd^ 

•* Why fcorn and trod upon by every hind ? 

^^ Were thefe bright qualities, this glittering.hue^ 

•* And dazzling luftre, never meant for view ? 

•* Wrapt in eternal (hade if I remain, 

•* Thefe ihining virtues were beflow'd in vain*** 

As thus the long neglected gem difplay'd 

Its worth and wrong, a ikilful artiH flray'd 

By chance that way, and faw, with curious eye, 

Tho* much ob(cur*d, th* unvalu'd treafure lie. 

He ground with care, he polifli'd it with art, 

And call-d forth all its rays from every part ; 

And now young Delia's neck ordainM to grace, 

It adds new charms to Beauty's fairefl face* 

The 
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T&e mind of man itegleAed and xatts^it^ 
Is this rough diamond in the vc^ uJmioii^l i 
TiH Education^ fend her art^nlcnown 
The brightdt talents tie, a comnion flone ; 
By her fair hand when* Miion^d, the new ttivXi 
Rifes with lttftre,pofi&V and rcfinU 

TH E F AR MER. 

O Happy he ! happieft of mortal men ! 
Who, far remold from Sliaf'iy as' from FrTdb, 
Fears no man's frown, nor cringing waits to catch 
The gracious nothing of a great manS no^:^ 
Where the lac'd beggar bufiles ibr a bribe. 
The purchafe of his honour ; where dtetit^ 
And fraud, and circumvention, drefi in finiles. 
Hold ihameful coiAmerce, aodbeneatb the^maik 
Of Friendfltip and Sincerity betray. 
Him, nor the (lately matifioof's giKtedptfd^, 
Rich with whatever the imitative artr. 
Fainting or Scul{>ture^ yield to charm the eye s* 
Nor ihining heaps of ma^platie^ unwroui^t 
With curious, coftly worlfmaiiftip; allhre* 
Tempted nor with the pride nor pomp of Pmr^r; 
Nor pageants of Ambition, nor the minet 
Of grafping Avarice, Mrthepetfim^diwcett 

K Of 
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Of pamperM Luxury, he plants his foot 

With firmnefs on his old paternal fields. 

And {lands unfhaken. There fweet profpeds rife 

Of meadows fmiling in their flow'ry pride, 

Gre^n hills and dales, and cottages embower'd. 

The fcenes of Innocence and calm Delight. 

There the wild melody of warbling birds, 

And cool refrefhing groves, and murmuring fprings,^ 

Invite to facred thought, and lift the mind 

From low purfuits, to meditate the God ! 

LUCIAN's GREEK EPIGRAM, 

INSCRUED ON A COLUMN ERECTED IK A 'PIECE 
OP LAND, THAT HAD BEEN OFTEN BOUGHT 

AND sold; imitated. 

I Whom thou fee*ft begirt with towering oaks, 
Was once the property of John o'Nokes ; 
On him Profperity no longer fmiles, 
And now I feed the flocks of John o*Stile9w 
My former matter call'd me by his name, 
My prefent owner fondly does' the fame ; 
While r, alike unworthy of their cares. 
Quick pafs to captors, purchafers, or heirs. 
Let no one henceforth take me for his own, 
For Fortune ! Fortune ! I am thine alone. 

A description 
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A DESCRIPTION OF SPRING IN LONDON* 

Now new-made filks the Mercers* windows fhowi, 

And his fpruce 'prentice wears his Sunday cloaths, 

His annual fuit with niceft tafte renewed, 

The reigning cut and colour flill puffu'd. 

The barrow now, with oranges a fcore, 

Driv*n by at once a gamefter and a whofe, 

No longer gulls the ftripling of his pence. 

Who learns that Povierty is nurfe to Senfe. 

Much-injur'd trader whom the law purfuef. 

The law which wink'd, and beckon'd to the Jew« ; 

Why fliould the beadle drive thee from the ftreet ? 

To fell is always a pretence to cheat. 

** Large ftewing oyfters" in a deepening groan. 

No more refounds, nor *^ muffels'* (hriHer tone : 

Seven days to labour now is held no crime, 

And Moll ** new mackrel" fcreams in fermou-timc. 

In ruddy bunches raddifhes are fpread. 

And Nan with choice-pickt fallads loads her head ; 

Now in the fuperb window Chriftmas green, 

The bays and holly are no longer feen, 

But fpiigs of garden-mint in phials grow. 

And gather'd laylock perifli as they blow* 

The truant fchool-boy now at eve we meet, 

Fatigu'd^nd fweating thro' the crowded flreet, 

Vol. VI. K J Hi 
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His (hoes embrowtiM at once with dufl and clay, 
With Black-thorn loaded, which he takes for May ; 
Round his flapp'xl hat in rings the cowfiips twine. 
Or in cleft ofiers form a golded line. 
On milk-pail reared, the borrowM falvers glare, 
Topp'd with a tanker^d, which two porters bear. 
Reeking, they flowly toil o'er rugged ftones, 
And joylefs beldames dance with aching bones : 
More blithe the powder'd tye-wigg*d fons of foot 
Trip to the Ihovel with a flioelefs foot, 
jn gay Vauxhall now faunter beaux and belles, 
And happier cits refort to Sadler's-wells. 



ON HAPPINESS. 

O Happincfs, where's thy refort ? 
A midft the fplendor of a court ! 
Or, deft thou more delight to dwell 
With humble hermit in his cell. 
In fearch of truth ? Or, doft thou rove 
Thro' Plato's academic grove ? 
Orelfe, with Epicurus gay. 
Laugh at the farces mortals play ? 
Or with the Graces, doft thou lead 
The fportive dance along the mead ? 

Or, 
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Or, in Bellona^s bloody car, 

Exult amidfl the fcencs of War ? 

No more Til fearch, no more I'll mind thee, 

Fair fugitive— I cannot find thee ! 

THE CONQIJEROR AND THE OLD WOMAN, 

A F A B L E. 

A Perfian Monarch, one of thofe 

Whofe great ambition knew no bound ; 
Some Cyrus, or Darius, we*ll fuppofc. 

In whom no other vice was found. 
If we dare name ambition fo. 
For fome doubt whether it be vice or no ; 
I have not time at prefent to confute. 
So grant the queflion, rather than difpute* 
^ This Sophi far and wide his conquefts fpread ; 
- Full thirty crowns, or more, » 
Were pil'd on his anointed head, 

And yet the weight with eafe he bore ; 
For^twas his great and chief delight 

To break the yoke his vanquilh'd fiibjefls wore, 
And make their burden light. 

Attentive to the voice of thediilrefsM, 
Juftice and Virtue flourifti'd in his reign ; 
When from the confines of his raft domain 

A good old woman who had been opprefs*d[, 

K a Cam 



Came to the footftool of his throne 

To have her grievances redrefs'd ; 
And thus in piteous, tragic tone 

His Majefty addrefs'd :— 
** Encouraged by your fame, I come from far j 
*' Sir, you're our King by right of War ; 
•* By right of fubjeft I for Juilice fue : 
•* I claim it, and youMl grant it ; 'tis my due. 
** My daughter ravifli'd, and my houfe deftroy'd, 
•* And all by one whom you employed 
** To a6t the King in place of you." 
** I doubt not but all this is true/* 

The conTcious Prince replied ; 
•* But fo far off" what can I do ? 

** To make my people happy is my pride : 

** And yet I cannot every where refide. 
** The Sun, which all the world furrounds, 
*' Shines and enlivens but to certain bounds ; 
** The refl are dark and cold." 
•• That's argu'd ill, if I may be fo bold," 

Return'd the matron to the Sovereign, 
•* 'Twas weak to grafp at what you cannot hold, 

«* And conquer more than you can govern." 
While o'er the fea of Life we take our trip, 

Kings are by Heav'n commiffion'd to command ; 
Captains, not owners of the (hip, 

'Ti$ theirs to fteer the people fafe to land : 

And 
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And when the bark with Prudence they convey, 
We row with pleafure, and with pride obey. 

THB ART OF CO CLU E T R Y. 

BY teRS. CHARLaTE LENOX. 

Ye lorely maids whofe yet unpraftis'd hearts 

Ne'er felt the force of Love's refiftlefs darts j 

Who juflly fet a value on your charms, 

Pow'r all your wifh, but beauty all your arms j 

Who o'er mankind would fain exert your tfiVf^ 

And teach the lordly tyrant to obey : 

Attend my rules to you alone addreft. 

Deep let them fmk-ra every female breaft. 

The Qiieen of Love herfelf my bofom fires, 

Afliils my numbers, and my thoughts infpires ; 

Me {he inflru^ed in each fecret art. 

How to enflave, and keep each vanqulfiiM heart ; 

The figh that heaves by Health, the ftarting tear. 

The melting languifh, the obliging fear, 

Half-utter'd wifhes, broken, kind replies^ 

And all the filent eloquence of eyes ; , 

To teach the Fair by various wiles to move 

The foften'd foul, and lead the heart to Love. 

Proud of her charms, and confcious of her face. 

The haughty beauty calls forth every grace. 

With fierce defiance throws the killing dart ; 

By force ihe wms, by force (h^ keeps the heart. 

K3 The 



The witty Fair a nobler game purfuei , 
Aims at the head, but the rapt fouJ fubdu^^' 
The languid Nymph enflaves with fofter art, 
With.fweet negled (he fteals into the heart, 
Siowly (lie m9ves her fwimming eyes around. 
Conceals the (haft, but meditates the wound. 
Her gentle langui(hments the gazers move, 
Her voice is Mu0c and her looks are Love : 
To few tho* Nature may thefe gifts impart. 
What (he withholds, the wife can win from Art. 
Then let your airs be fuited to her face, 
Nor to a languiih tack a fprightly grace. 
The (hort round face, briflc eyes, and auburn hair, 
Muft fmiling Joy in every motion wear. 
The quick unfettled glance mufl deal around. 
Hide all defign, and leem by chance to wound : 
Dark rolling eyes a languiih may alTume, 
Thefe the foft looks and melting air become ; 
The penlive head upon the hand reclin'd. 
As if fome fweet difordcr fill'd the mind ; 
Let the heav'd brcall a ftruggling (igh reftrain. 
And feem to ftop the falling tear with pain. 
The youth, who all the foft diftrefs believes. 
Soon wants the kind compafSon that he gives ; 
But Beauty, Wit, and Youth, may fometimes fail, 
Nor al way's o*cr the flubbbrn foul prevail ; 
Then let the fair-one have rccourfe to Art ; 
Who cannot ftorm may undcrm i»e the heart. 

Firft 
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Firft form your artful looks with ftndious cafe,- 
Frpii mild to grave, from tender to fevert ; 
Oft on the carelefs youth your glances dart^ 
A tender meaning let each glance impart. 
Whene'er he meets your looks with modeft pride, 
And foft confufion, turn your eyes afide ; 
Let a foftflgh fleal out, as if by chance. 
Then cautious turn and fteal another grance* 
Caught by thefe arts, with Pride and Hope elate. 
The deflin'd vi6tim rullies on his fate : 
Pleas'd, his imagin'd vidtory purfues. 
And the kind maid with foft attention views ; . 
Contemplates now her ihape, her air, her face, 
And thinks each feature wears an added grace ; 
Till Gratitude, which firil his bofom proves, 
By flow degrees fublim'd, at length he loves, 
'Tis harder flill to fix than gain a heart ; 
What's won by Beauty, muft be kept by Art. 
Too kind a treatment the bicft lover cloys,. 
And oft Defpair the growing flame deflroys. 
Sometimes with fmiles receive him, fometimes tears. 
And wifely balance both his hopes and fears. 
Perhaps he mourns his ill-requit«4 pains, 
Condemns your fway, and flrives to break his chains ; 
Behaves as if he now. your fcorn defied. 
And thinks, at leafl, he fliall alarm your pride .* 
But with indifference view the feemed chaoy, 
And let your eyes to ieek oew cooquefls range ; 

- K4 While 
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While his torn bread with jealous fury burn«^ 
He hopes, deipairs, adoresf, and hates by tnrn» f 
With angui^ now repents the weak deceit, ^ 
And powerful pafSon bears him to your fceu 
Strive not the jealous lover to perplesr, 
lllfuits fuipicion with that haughty fex j 
Rafhly theyjudge, and always think the worfty 
And Love is often baniih'd by Diftruft : 
To thcfc an open free behaviour wear, 
Awful difguife, and feem at leaft fincerc ; 
Whene'er you meet, affedt a glad furprize. 
And give a melting foftnefs co your eyes : 
By forae unguarded word your love reveah, 
And ahxioufly the rifing blufli conceal. 
By arts like thefe the jealous you deceive. 
Then moft deluded when they moft believe. 
But while in all you feek to raife defire. 
Beware the fatal paflion you infpire : 
Each foft intruding wifli in time reprove, 
And guard againll the fweet invader— Love. 
Not for the tender were thefe rules defign'd. 
Who in their faces (how their yielding mind : 
Whofe eyes a native languifliroent can wear, 
Whofe fmiles are artlefs, and whofe blufh fincere ', 
But for the Nymph who liberty can prize. 
And vindicate the triumph of her eyes : 
Who o'er mankind^ haughty rule maintains, 
Whofe Wit can manage what her Beauty gains : 

Swch 



Such by thefc arts their empire may miprovc. 
And, unfubdu'd, controul the world by Loy«. 

AN INSCRIPTION. 

WRITTEN UPON ONE OP THE TUBS IN HAM 
WALKS, SEPTEMBER, 176a* 

Dark was the flcy with many a cloud, 
The fearful lightnings flafh'd around. 

Low to the the blail the foreft boW'd, 
And bellowing thunders rock'd the grounds ! 

Faft fell the rain upon my head , 

And weak and weary were my feety 
When lo ! this hofpitable flied 

At length fupplied a kind retreat. 

That in fair Memory's faithful page 

The Bard's efcape may flourifli long. 
Yet fhuddering from the tempeft's rage, 

He dedicates the votive fongr 

Forever facred be the earth 

From whence the tree its vigour drew ! 
The hour that gave the feedling birth ! 

The foreft where the fcyon grew ! 

K J Long. 
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Long faenoiir^d msy fais oihet reft. 

Who firA the tender ihoot did rear ! 
Bleft be his name ! but doubly bleft 

The friendly hand that plac'd it here ! 

O ne'er may war, nor wind, nor wave, 

This pleafurable fcene de^rm, 
But Time flill fpare the (eat which gave 

The Poet (hclter from the ftorm. 

A S O N G. 

BY A KOBLE LOKD. 

ReSOLV'D, as her Poet, of Calia to fing. 
For ideas of Beauty I fcarch'd thro' the Spring; 
To flowers foft blooming comparM the fweet maid ; 
But flowers, tho' blooming, at ev'ning may fade. 

Of fun-fliine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of the breezes fo foft, and the fun-fliine fo bright ; 
But thefe with my Fair no rcfemblance will hold, 
For the fun fets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 

The clouds of mild ev'ning arrayM in pale blue. 
While the fun^beams behind them peep glittering 

through, 
Tho* to rival her charms they can never arife, 
^et| methought, they look'd fomething like Cxiia's 
ftreet eyes. 

Thffe 
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Thcfc beauties are tranfient, but C«lia*s wKIIaft, 
When Spring, and when Summer, and Autumn arc 

paft ; 
For fenfe and good humour no feafon difarms. 
And the foul of my Calia enlivens her charips. 

At length, on a fruit-tree a blofom I foun J^ 
Which beauty difplayM, and Ihed fragrance around, 
I then thought the Mufes had fmil'd on my pray'r, 
This bloffom, I cried, will rcfemble my Fair ! 

Thefe colours fo gay, and united fo welU 

This delicate texture and ravifliing fmell^ 

Be her perfgn's fweet emblem ! but where (hall I find^ 

In Nature, a beauty that equals her mind ! 

This bloiTom fo pieafing, at Summer's gay call, 
Muft languifli at firft, and muft afterwards fall. 
But behind it the fruit, its fucceiror,.{hall rife. 
By Nature difrob'd of its beauteous difguife* 

So Caclia, when Youth, that gay bloflbm, is o*er. 
By her virtues improved (hill engage me the more. 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brightenM her prime. 
When her merit is ripen'd by Love and by Time. 



K 4 IQR^^ 



I ao8 ] 
JOHN, THE ENGLISH FOOTMAN. 

A TALE* 

The cbiming bells from cv*ry fteeple 
ProclaimM to well difpofed people. 
That they roud be repairing fooa 
To fervice of the afternoon : 
That is— it now was almoft three 7 
My Lord, (till at his morning tea, 
(For it was Sunday, and you know 
What then good folks of laihion do) 
|Jy Lady holds engagM in chat. 
In blaming this, reforming that: 
•' Since, my dear Lord, at your command, 
'* I took the management in hand, 
** You know, 'twas always my endeavour, 
*' Your houfc fliould be polite and clever, 
*' How well your dignity it fuits 
*' To have difcharg'd your Englifli brutes ! 
*' I think, there now remains but one — 
** And hf, becaufeyour tenant's fon ! 
*' Muft we be plagu'd with fuch a fot, 
** In complaifance to Farmer Trot ?" 
My Lord replies, — *' Trot pays his rent, 
•♦ Andean make votes to Parliament : 
! And often fend9 us chines and turkies ; 
\i^d John too, capable of work is/' 



Send 
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** —Send him' to work then in the ftablc— 

•* Oh ! fuch a wretch to wait at table ! 

" Indeed, my dear, it gives me pain, 

** To fee him (hock the Gem de hien 

** With toes turn'd in and aukward mien ! 

*' So this I do inM upon, 

**^ That he immediately be gone I*' 

** Since 'tis your pleafure, go hemuft — 

** Yet to affign fomecaufe — werejutt— 

*' At leaft what plauiible may feem— • 

*' And that's confiflent with my fcheme* 

*' \\\ the militia we will fwear him ; 

** ril write to Fielding not to fpare him : 

^ Thefc purposes will apfwer double,. 

*' Firft, in difcharging you of trouble, 

*' And in procuring me the merit 

*' Of acting with a gen'rous fpirit : 

** My Lord (they fay) don't even fpare 

*' His own domeflics from the war; 

*' How ardent for the public weal ! 

** Example rare of public zeal ! 

*' But let us found him firfl, to know 

*• Whether the rogue's inclin'd to go: . 

" If you, my dear, approve the meafurc,'*— 

** Yes— call him up" — My Lord, your pleafure. 

** John, thou'rt a fellow tall and lufly, 

*< Of heart right found, and courage trufiy ; 
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** Can jroo yourfelf in humour bring 
** To ferveyour country and your King, 
•* And flraightt fomejuflicc go before, 
^ In the militia to be fwrore ?" 
iililitia !— ~Wbat i* tbat, my Lord ? 
I do not underlland the word— -— 
** Why, John, it means theFreacb (ah, hang *€mt) 
** Soundly, -whene'er you meet, to bang 'em"— 
Is that the cafe ?— with all my heart- 
Til do my beft to play my part- 
John firaight reti^ct, with auk ward airs. 
And meets the valet on ^he (lairs^ 
Whom he «ccoft»^wtth one falute 
Of rightly poia'd, eiaftic foot, 
Which fent Monfieur a he^long falling. 

And left him at the bottom fprawling. 

My Lord's frifeur he next attacks 

With frequent cuffs, and Englifh thwacks; 

And, whi'e he drefs d my Lady's tete, 

John curl'd his locks and comb'd his pate. 

Then hurrying in the kitchen goes. 

And baftes the cook and tweakes his nofe ; 

•* Vat be de mater, villian, rogue, 

** Me kill you, thou one Englifh dog !" 

Soho, quothjohn, Monfieur Ragou, 

Since you thus froth and fplutter fo, 

I muA apply my drudger too ; 



} 
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If that won't da->-you fliall, unpttied^ 
Be fent to Garrlck to be fpitted. 
Janton he nescts attacks, and throws 
Over her head at once her cloaths : 
(And fad difafter ! found— to ihock one^ 
That poor Janton had no fmcck on !) 
Who hurries ftrait to Ma^oioiielle, 
Enrag'd her loud complaints to tell ; 
Who, interfering in the rout^ 
'* Fine vark indeed dis, Maitre Trotte ! 
** I'll do your bus'nefs ilrait,"lhe cries. 
And up flairs to my Lady fiiesi 
And fcarce, quite out of breath, could fiiy, 
•* Eh ! quell es harhares^ qtieUesfots Angloii / 
** Trot has been making fuch a riot?*' 
The fcoundrel Trot, Lord, Lady cry out— 
Your valet— Cook— and Frifeur bangM : 
— Send him to Fielding to be harig'd ! 
** And in the£ght of the pofiUion 
•* O'er Janton's head caft her cotiUon ; 
** And 'vat vas varfe^ kmonfurprife^ 
* ' Pauvre Janton had no Chemift^^ 
Go, hang him without Judge or Jury, 
Cries out my Lady, in a fury* 
John fummon'd now before e*m alt, 
With aching heart attends the call. 
*• Jr/^a,/£?//r^«, vile English varlct,'* 
My Lady fcrcams, as red as fcarlet ; 
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While the foft; voice of Ma'moifelle 

With poll «id lap-dog join the yelU 

Poor John, confus'd with wild difmajr, 

Trembling, and fault'ring, fcarce could fay^ 

Only— one word— My Lord, I pray, 

I'm forry thus to have offended, 

But I no harm at all intended. 

Your Lord(hip*8 orders, and my oath, 

You know, my Lord, oblige me both? 

To maul the French, to bang and beat *em 

In whatfoever place I meet 'em. 

** Hold^ John — you quite miftake the matter^ 

** But not on this'fide of the water ; 

** In Flanders beat 'em if you can ; 

** And there you'll fhewyourfelfa man, 

** Or if they ever fhould be found 

** To land their force on Britifli ground, 

** Why then you might exert your fallies, 

** To drive them back again to Calais, 

** The French fo ever degage^ 

*' So airy, gay, polite,^ and free, 

** The objedl of the vulgar fpite, 

" By longprefcription Jiave a right 

*' To the protedion of the great, 

** Who live in affluence and flate : 

** Whom our domellics, when we flile *em^ 

" Our houfes arc their fure afylum ; 
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*' Their characters arc facred there ; 

•* So that, if faucy fcoundrels dare 

*• T* infult their perfons, or to bait 'em, 

•' 'Tis confh-u'd Scandalum magnatum ; 

** Then breach of privilege cnfues, 

*' With fines, innprifonments, and dues : 

** Nor, till unto our wills we bend 'em, 

*' Can Habeas Corpm^s defend 'em. 

"Therefore, for your prefumptlon, John^ , 

" Uucafe this moment— and be gone I" 

THE LAUGHING PHILOSOPHER. 

When I take an attentive funrey of mankind. 

From their follies and vices diverfion I find ; 

'Hieir humours, caprices, their whims and odd ways, 

Senfations of mirth in me conftantly raife* 

Every place is with curious, choice charadiers ftorM, 

Which, from morning to night, entertainment aff:>rd» 

la each lane, in each alley, couct, fquare, row, or 

Hreet, 
Scenes, truly HogarfB&n, I fail not to meet ; 
Scenes which would not in many a mufcle provoke, 
But I from the duUeft can flrike out a joke. 
In every man's motions I merriment trace. 
And can laughter extraft from the difinalleft face. 

Whea 
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When I fee oiea and women indufiriouily (hua 
Their own thoughts, and eachev'ningtocard-tables 

run; 
When dowagers, drefs'd up like girls of fifteen ^ 
In the front of a fide-box are mad to be feen ; 
When a blooming jroung creature to threefcore is tied, 
That to roiits and to plays ilie in diamonds may ride ; 
When Ladies, to fhew their no learning, talk Latin, 
And Tradefmen their fcabbards adorn with white 

fatin ; 
When a poor Tallow^ehandler, deceased, lies in (late, 
Who alive, perhaps, had not five pounds worth of 

plate ; 
When fat-headed Aldermen fet up for wit, 
With laughter my fides are juil ready to fplit : 
When a pert Temple beau the fine gentleman apes. 
And 'prentices brag of their duels and rapes ; 
When a young academic afcends, with an air. 
To the pulpit, and tries to attract all the Fair, 
And oft, in the midft of his flow'ry difcourfe. 
Looks around to obferve if his eyes have had force ; 
Whentraveird young fops talk of nothing but France, 
When old maids learn to fing, and grown gentlemen 

dance ; 
When pious Ned Shuter at Whitfield's appears, 
I laugh till my eyes are bedim'd with my tears. 
When women neglect their domeftic,affairs. 
And puzzle their heads with political cares ; 

When 
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When with zeal patriotic they puddings defpife^ 
And chatter of taxes, and loans, and fupplies ; 
When thofe who have nothing to lofe fume and fret 
At the lowncfs of ftocks and the national debt, 
And rail at the court in a paflionate ftile, 
I hollow fo loud, you may hear me a mile. 



A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN A GENTLEMAN AND A PAIKTER At 
THE EXHIBITION IN SP|IING-GAEDEV8, IN 
THE SPRING, 1770 

GENT. 

Mr. Painter, yon joke 

With us peaceable folk, 
For furely it never can be 

That three brave fons of Man, 

Can be talking of wars, 
Whilft, like milfcs, they're fipping their tea. 

PAINT, 

Thefc are foldiers indeed. 

But their traders not to bleed, 

•Tis 
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•Ti8 true, they wear long fwords and boots $ 

Yet they deem it no fin 

To ileep in whole ikin^ 
So ne*er venture to flain e'en their coat*. 

Should T paint them in arms, 
. 'Midft hoftile alarms, 
What mortals a fmile could refufe ? 

For tho* daggers they fpeak, 

Were their country at ftake, 
Yet, like Hamlet, Sir, none would they uftt 

'Tis theirs in the Mall 

^o attraa the foft belle, 
"Who every day haunts the Parade ; 

For the fair love the brave. 

And Hill firmly believe 
They muft be fo who wear a cockade. 

GENT* 

I allow your remark. 

But 'tis not in the Park, 
That their prowefs have vanquifli'd the fair; 

There is no one but knows 

How they flaughter'd their foes 
In the battle of Bloomibury-fquare, 
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PAINT. 

When IHyiTes, fcot free, 

*Scap*d the fword and the fca, 
As Ovid relatcth the fable | 

He defcrib'd to his wife, 

Where he ventur'd his life, 
By the wine he had fpilt oq the table. 

Juft fo thefe repofe, 

After routing their foes. 
In that bluft'ring, bloodlefs campaign ; 

So now. Sir, you fee, 

With what's fpilt of their tea. 
They are fighting, it over again. 

** Here the troopers 1 led 

** When the enemy fled, 
*' And there, Sirs, lioft my new beaver j 

" Here a Taylor's afTault 

" Caus'd the firft line to halt, 
** And there I encounter'd a Weaver. " 

BOBAPIIr^ 

PRESENT PUBLIC .WISHES. 

The K— njoi/hes to be quUt. 
Th® people wjh him to hegreau 

The 
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The Miniftry wi/J to continue the majority. 

Patriots w^ for Liberty. 

Remonflrants nuHb for redrefs* 

Old maids n>3\lb for young hufbandi* 

Many huibands «iv(/& for divorces. 

The proprietors of Ranelagh and Vauxfaall moi/h for 

fair weather. 
Chairmen vjijh for foul weather. 
Convicts voijh for life. 
Wilkes 'wijhes no longer for his liberty* 
His creditors iMiJh him joy of it. 
The outi Hwjh to be in. 
The inns wjb to continue fo. 
Sore confciences wijb for a reftri^ion on the prefs. 
Players voijh for good benefits. 
Vagabonds vjijh for a revolution 
In every branch of the conflitution. 
And the writer of this rhapfody imjla he had ctear. 
No more, nor lefs, than jufit one thoufand pounds a 

year. 

XriSTLE FROM LADY BRIDGET LANE, TO LADY 
BAB BUTTERFLY, AT YORK. 

BY CAPTAIN THOMSON'. 

You cannot imagine, my dear Lady Bab, 

Vknr anxious I am all my budget to blab ; 

But, 
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ISut, Lord, I could tell you a thoufand times better. 
Than fcribbling my thoughts, like a clerk, in a letten 
But when we're apart, there is no other means 
Of defcribing the vulgar, and St, James's fcenet—* 
Well, then to begin, my dear Bab, and be fliort ; 
In thepreience I was, when the May'r came to court ; 
Ye Gods ! what a fliame ! that the fcum of the earth 
Should dare to petition as people of birth : 
Such a fight, my dear Bab, with their gowns and 

broad faces. 
With their vile vulgar gaits, and their (laves and 

their maces ; 
But, like owls in the Sun, how our King made them 

blink ! 
And then, my dear foul, how thefe creatures didflink! 
I declare eau de luce hardly kept me from fainting ; 
A plague e'en in Turkey, was not half fo tainting: 
But the King, my dear child, who is alway {o clear, 
Sent the wretches away with a flea in their ear. 
You know how I figh'd for a prize in the Lottery ; 
But now all my fighs are turn'd round on the Coterie:'. 
Between you and me, Vd lay twenty to feven, 
That many had rather go^ there than to Heaven ; 
Its the fnuggeft a&ir, and the pleafah tell plan, 
For altho* with your hufl>and— you may have a man ; 
Do you know tho', theyVe black-baird George SeU 

wyn and March ; 

(That fweet Macaroni, fo ftiff and fo flarcb) 

Their 
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Tii^ir reafons I know not ; but fore it is cruel, 
For of all our gay Lords, fure my Lord is the jewel; 
As for Selwyn, the creature has wit and good fenfe. 
Which to me. Lady Bab, is a horrid offence. 
What you lofe my dear creature, by not being in town! 
Footers open, and Reynolds's paintings are ihewn : 
Enchanting Vauxhall, where the dark-walls fo fnug, 
Afford me, at times, a dear kifs, and a hug. 
Well, adieu, Lady Bab, for engagements arepreffing ; 
1 dine at Almack's— and have not began dr^ffing ; 
To reach the dear fpot, I am all in a fidget, 
And beg to remain, Bab — ^your dear little 

Bkzdget* 



IN THE SEASON OF l^(>o. 

THl SUBSCRIPTION-BOOKS AT BATH WERE OPINED 
FOR PRAYERS AT THE ABBEY, AND GAMING AT THE 
ROOMS. 

IN THE EVENING OF THE FIRST DAY THE N UMBE R8 S T001> 
AS UNDER. 

The Church and Room^ the other day, 
OpCn'd their books for Pray'r and Play ; 
The Prieft got twelve — Hoyle fixty-feven ; 
How great the odds for Hell 'gainft Heaven ! 
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AN ANSWER. 

If figning with the twelve, to Heaven 

The fureft way does (hew, 
And figning with the fixty-feven, ^ 

As fure to Hell to go : 

Tim, prithee fay, thou knowing elf, 

(For to decide Vm loth) 
Where go the. reft, who with thyfclf. 

Perhaps have fign'd with both ? 

Thus Juftice fays, at her court leet, 

CAnd Juftice is no ftinter) 
** In Heav'n you'll have a Summer feat, 

" In HjBll a houfc for Winter/' 



EPIGRAM. 

♦ . 
Says Ch— dl— gh to a certain dame. 

Whom royal homers wdio, 
I almoft think it is a fhame 

To talk to fuch as you. 

Vol. VI. L \Vc 



We both, replied the titled whpre, 
Have been a theme for laughter i 

The difference .this, yau felt befooTiei, 
My foible bappen'd after. 



4X1 A BLACK MAEBLE STATUS OT A SLATS 
6TAN0ING IN ONE OF THE INN8 OF COVET. 

In vain, poor fable fon of woq. 

Thou feek'ft a tender ear$ 
'In vain thy tears with anguifh flow, 
' For Mercy dwells not here. 

jFrom Cannibals thou fly*il in vain : 

Lawyers Icfs quarter give ; 
The firil won't eat you till you're flain, 

The laft will do't alive. 



ON SEEIK^ A LAW-BOOK 

BOUND IN UNCOLOURED CALF, AND WHITE 

EDGES, 

W I T H unftain'd edg^s, and in fpotlefs calf, 

.\ I aw-liook bound mufl make a floic laugh ; 

Tor 
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For in that flriking emblem you may fee, 

Not what the Law iV, but what the h^wJbouU be : 

A Law-book thus in the Law Livery dreft, 

Is like a Jefuit in a Layman's veft ; 

'Tis like a ilrumpet cloath'd in fpotlefs white ; 

•Tis like a bitter apple, fair to fight ; 

'Tis like a fimple Quaker, plain and neat, 

That with bis yeas and noes is fure to cheat ; 

'Tis like a pirate, that falfe colours (hows. 

Or Hecia's flames conceal'd in virgin fiiows ; 

*Tis like— in fliort, 'Tis like Dan Milton's fin j 

All fair without, but n^onflrous foul within. 



WRITTEN UNDER A PICTV&E OP KITTY FlSHEft* 
DRAWN IN THE CHARACTER OF CLEOPATRA. 

1 O this fam'd chara<^er how jufl thy right ! 
Thy mind as wanton, and thy fonn as bright. 



h Z A BALLAB, 
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A BALLAD, BY THE EA&LS OF CHfSTBRFIELD 
AND BATH. 

[See Swift's Works, vol.xvuL p. }14.] 
I. 

J H £ Mufes quite jaded with rhyming^ 

To Molly Mogg bid a farewel, 
But renew their fweet melody chyroing. 

To the name of dear Molly Lapel, 



II. 

Bright Venus yet never faw bedded, 

So perfect a beau and a belle, 
As when Hervey the handfome was wedded 

To the beautiful Molly La— 1. 



JIL 

So powerful her charms, and fo moving. 

They would warm an old Monk in his cell, 

Should the Pope himfclf ever go roving, 

He would follow dear Molly La— 1. 

^ IV. If 
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IV. 



If to the Seraglio you brought her, 

Where for ilaves their maidens they feH, 

I'm fure, tho* the Grand Seignior bought her, 
He'd foon turn a ilave to La— !• 



V. . 

Had I Hanover, Bremen, and Vcrdeni 

And likewife the durchy of Zell, 
I*d part with (hem all fbr a farthing, 

To have my dear Molly La-- >!• 

VL 

Or were I the King of Great Britain, " ' 

To chufe a Minifter well, 
And fupport the Throne that I fit on, 

rd have under me Molly La«-r« 

VIL 

Of all the bright beauties fo. lulling. 

In LondoB^s fair city that dwellf 
None can give me liich joy, were^ wSRog, 

As the beautiful Molly La^-J* 

L s VIH. Whar 
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VIIL 

What man would not give the great Ticket, 

To his fliare if the benefit fell, 
To be but one hour in a thicket, 

With the beautiful Molly La— I. 

IX. 

Shou'd Venus now rife from the ocean. 

And naked appear in her (hell, 
She would not caufe half the emotion, 

That we feel from dear Molly La-*]. 

X. 

Old Orpheus, that hufband fo civil, 
He followed his wife down to Hell, 

V^nd who would not go to the Devil, 
For the fake of dear Molly La— 1. 

xr. 

Her lips and her breath arc much fweeter 
Than the thing, which the Latins call Mel, 

Who wou'd not thus pump for a meter, 
To chyme to dear Molly La— 1. 



XIL In 
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XII. 

In a bed youVc feen pinks and rofes, 
Wou'd you know a nnore delicate fmelf, 

Alk the fortunate man that repofcs, ^ 
On the boforo of Molly La— U 

XIIL 

Tis a maxim moft fit for a lover, 

If he kilTes he never (hould tell« 
But no tongue can ever difeover 

His pleafures with Molly La— !• 

XIV. 

Heaven keep our good King from a rifiogy 

But that rifing who's fitter to quell. 
Than fome Lady with beauty furprifing^. 

And who fliouM that be but La«-L 

XV. 

If Curll wouM print me this fonnet» 

To a volume my verfes fliou'd fwell, 
A fig for what Dennis fays on it, 

He can. never find fault with La^— U 

L 4 XVI. Then 
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Then Handel to mufic (hall fet it, 
Thro' England my ballad (hall fell, 

And all the world readily get it, 
To iing to the praife of La— 1. 



AN ODE 



TO WILLIAM PULTENEY, ESQ^ 
I. 

Remote from Liberty and Truth, 
By Fortune's crime, my early youth, 

Drank Error's poifon'd fprings ; 
Taught by dark creeds, andmyfiic lavr, 
Wrapp'd up in reverential awe, 

1 bow'd to Priefts and Kihg«* 

n. 

6oon Reafon dawn'd, with troubled fight 
I caught the glimpfe of painful light, 

AfHi6led and afraid j 
Too weak it (lione to mark my way, 
Enough to tempt my (leps to ftray, 

Along the dubious (hade. 

IIL Reftlefs 



HI. 

Reftlefs T roam { when from afar,, 
Lo ! Hooker (hines with friendly fiar. 

Sends forth a flcady ray ; 
Thus checr'd, and eager to purfue, 
I mount, till, glorious tamy vmmt^ 

Locke fpreadg the reakas o£^|r. 

IV. 

Now, warm'd with Sidney^s noble page» 
I pant with all the Patriot^s cag^ 

Nor wrapt in Plato's dream i 
With More and Harring^oa^ around 
I tread fair Freedom's magic grousd^ 

And trace the flatt'rin^ &beme» 

V. 

But foon the beauteous vifioa fiitf^ 
And hideous fpe6tres flrak axifct 

(Corruption's direfai train). 
The partial Judge perverting law». 
The Priefts forfaking VktU£*4 caakt 

And Senates flaves to gaiot 

L s VI; Vainly 
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VI. 

Vainly the pious Artift'fc toil 
Would rear to Hearen a mortal piie^ 

On fome Immortal plan ; 
Within a (hort tho' varying date^ 
Confin'dy alas* is every fiate 

Of empire and of man. 

VII. 

What tho' the good, the brave, the wife, 
With adverfe force undaunted rife. 

To break th' eternal doom j 
Tho* Cato Uv'd, tho* Tuily fpoke, ' 
And Brutus dealt the godlike ftroke. 

Yet periih'd fated Rome. 

VIII. 

To fwell fome future tyrant's pride, 
Tho' Fleury pours the golden tide 

On Gallia's fmiling fliores, 
Once more her fields (hall thirft in vain, 
Tor wholefome llreams of hone ft gain, 

Whilft Rapine waftres her ftores. 

IX. Yet 
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IX. 

Yet glorious is the great defign. 
And fuch, O Pultcney, fuch is thine, 

To prop a nation*s frame ; 
If criifti'd beneath the facred weight, 
The ruins of a falling State, 

Shall tell the Patriot's name. 



THE S I N E C U R E.r^ 

A POETICAL PETITION TO THE RlGfiT HaKOtT^-' 
ABLE ROBERT WALPOLE, ESQ^ FOR THE GO- 
VERNMENT OF 4)VCK ISLAND IN ST, JAMEs's- 
PARK. 

\A^EARY*D with vain purfuits, and humble grown, 

Sad in the country, and too poor for town 5 

Oh, how I long, in fome foft filent feat, 

To tafte calm quiet, in ferene retreat ! 

Where books and eafe, and time for ferious thought^ » 

May make Wit Wifd^,e*er Tm good for nought. 

Walpole, to thee th<fe"Wufe affliaed flies, 

And, from the deep, like (hip-wreck*d Jonah — cries. 

Thou, the right-hand of Fortune, formed to give, , 

l^t me not die, before I've learned to livc.^ 

L 6 I not- 
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I not for lordly poft or penfion plead, 
Sure Heaven will my redurc'd deiire fucceed ! 
St. James's Wildcrnefs, the Park's fair ifle, 
Wou'd crown my wi(h> and Care's longhand begdile^ 
On that delightful and fequefter'd fpot, 
Fitted for me, as Zoar was for Lot : 
I'd full content and fatisfa^iion find, 
- And cultivate the garden of my mind ; 
Like good St. Evremont *, I'd grow a fage, 
And war with Nonfenfe, Vice, and Folly wage ; 
And, cabin'd fafe in folitude and peace. 
Think who's at hekn^ nor fear (^e ilorm'd increafe. 
What princely pleafure, in that envied fcene, 
To hold high empire o'tr the people greeti ? 
Each roffy morn, the riling Sun to wait. 
And walk, With him, around my orb in ftatc ; 
My fubjeft ducks (hould watch my gracious will. 
And paffive geefe ihou'd owe me every quill ; 
To each in order traverfing my land, 
I'd tofs due bleffings with impartial hand. 
Birds (hou'd by love, and bead by fear, obey. 
Yet all pay tribute in th' Imperial way; 
Yet no tyrannic power lliou'd pinch their right, 
Nor bold Rebellion wing their wills U,r flight. 

• Mcnf. St. Evremont was preferred to fhe Governitterit of 
3)uck llland, by King Charles the Second, and had a confiderftblc 
;^early icnilon allowed him. 

Still 
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Still I'd adorn my fiatc witti fbttlelfhidg mw^ 

Prune its w^M profpeftis, tfrfd dfilaf gc iw ^iew: 

Mazes of knOttjr politics iirVcftt> 

And ill eaedk o^n quarter pknt content. 

Then, wkcn difpos'd for folitary thought, 

Infpir'd by Icifare, and by duty tatigAt, 

Vi run thro* Nature, fftfd the eaufes find. 

Which lift fortic fifigfc fouls ab»vc mankind j 

Which, thro* dcfccndiffg ages lengthen Fame, 

And mark a Tally's, or a Walpofe^s flame; 

Kindling at this a fliU fublimer fire. 

My grateful heart might teach me to aipire ; 

Smit with my Country's love, nrigfit Truth pwfxLtfg '■ 

And charm an unborn race, by painting you. 

Exhauftleft ftore my fubjc6l ifle contains, 

For apt illufions to adorn my ilraint ! 

In narrow eompafs what is not comprisM, 

Britannia's iea-girt land epitomiz'd ; 

From crowded fcenes of great AuguHa rent, 

As our blefs'd cHmate from the continent $ 

A colony of ifeatherM people, where, 

(If we with great may fmaller things compare) 

I like a Bifhop Would .^tor-fee mj cure, 

Or govern like a KtafLiiii miniature ! 

When my few friends to vifit me fhould pfeaffc. 

How fweet to walk betwixt embowering tree* ; 

Trees that Ihould nod, obfenrant, as Ipafs, 

And yield as bumble homage as the grafs. 

Of 
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Or, (oh recnning in a fhort repofe. 
Plucking furrounding £niitage as it gro^rt ; 
I to thefe friends, inftnidive — ^but not vain, 
WouM, like St, John in Patmos, Truth e:q>lain ; 
Teach them, that Happinefs in filence reigns. 
And builds her bow'ry feats on peaceful plains. 
While they tell news of mifchiefs hourly known 
In public. place, and the pernicious town. 
And evc^ry word they fpeak confirms my own. 
But (hou'd pay patron deign to leave the Court, 
And humbly to my hermitage refort ; 
Ambitious, I myfelf wou'd waft him o'er. 
And hail his prefence on my happy lliore. 
There m;ght he fafe unbend his active mind. 
Or form, perhaps, fome fcheme to blefs mankind : 
Then wou'd the Golden Age be mine again. 
And Charles's (houM be loft in George's reign. 
How pleas'd in fancy, how do dreams delight. 
And, ah ! what pity mine fhou*d prove a rite ! 
Hear me, thou Atlas of our leaning State, 
Confent at leaft to make one Poet great ; 
On thee the Mufes then fhall fix their eye, 
And, for thy glory, whole ParnalTus vie ; 
To guard our hopes have beea^the Heroes pride, 
'Tis good to have the Poets on thy fide. 
I, for return, will yearly homage pay. 
And blefs the rifitig of thy natal day ; 



I 



Not 
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i^ot ODiy this, but now and then afford 
A trout, or duck, to dignify thy board. 
'Tis done, I hear the royal mandate given. 
Let Mitchell have his poor poetic Heaven ; 
And, to fupport his government, we grant 
Twice fifty pounds per annum — all I want. 
Pray fill the bowl— 'tis decent to be glad. 
Homer, on iefs occafion, had run mad. 



FEMALE CHARACTERS. 

Felutiinjpeculo* 

The chief in pride, Cardillairft appears ; 

A (lave to play, tho* wrinkled o'er with years ; 

Dupe to a reigning paffion for quadrille. 

Her heart exults at fight of dear fpadille ; ' 

Thof© eyes, which fcarce within thefr orbits roll, 

Beam a faint ray when Fortune gives a vole ; 

Eager and reillefs ihe the game purfues. 

And each fucce$ve day the talk renews : 

Let old Cardilla, a* too late, attend 

The ihort, but needful counfel of a. friend— 

Pack up your cards, the ihuffiing paAime leave--* 

A few lifts more convey you to the grave. 

Quite 
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Qpite different keneB-MatrcfMih ihonghU ctrgsfe^ 
Scenes that actbm, fappoit, ami gladden Age ;. 
In Wifdon/s p«h« witft ca*m ddighc (he treadf^ 
And o'er Diftrcft the tear of Pky (hedfrj 
Nor onij fbed» a tear-^htr htmd fopplies 
The orphafiiV wants, and wipes the widow Vefct; 
Unfeigned Virtoe ai! her a^iotn gnidiw^ 
Glows in heriteatt, and o'er her fteps preMes; 
Meek and refign'd, with fortitude ihe bears 
The pains of Nature, and the load of years, 
Looks back with pleafure on each well fpent day^ 
And forward to the tomb without difmay. 

f Pratella*8 fav'rite weapon is her tongue, 
Oil*d like a hone, and like a balance hung; 
Once put m motion quick vibration keeps, 
And fcarcdy is at reft c?*n while &e flecps— 
Did Wit or Wifdom her harangues ki^re, 
We then could hear wkh patience, and admire ; 
But what her pert, loquacious tongue esnploys. 
Is Folly, FaAion, Scandal, Trafe and Noife : 
Envy and Spleen r«gn jointly in her breaft. 
Of all the fofcer paifioQs dkfpofibfl ; 
Envy depreciates every geaenMS' deed,^ 
And makes ev'n Virtnc like a vLttim bleed. 
While Spleen beholds, with tclcfcopic eyes, 
The Ihialleft fauits, and IwcUs them ioto Vice, 

In 
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In heightenM colours' ev'ry foible draws^i 

And holds from modefi Worth its juft applauib-** 

Goy look at home in calm RefleAion^s g1afs| 

And on yourfelf an honefi: cenfure pafs ! 

A fov'reign cure, Pratella, there you'll find. 

To heal a venomM tongue, and raiic'rous miod* 

Not fuch Modefta : when fhe deigns* to fpeak. 
Truth guides her tongue, and Beauty warms her cheek| 
The native muiic of her voice imparts 
Grace to her words^ and pleafure to our hearts : 
The wifeft maxims of the hoary fage 
(With care fele^fed from the Stoic page) 
Enrich her mind, and give her language weigh t| 
In friendly converfe, or in learnM debate ; 
Her fpeech no love of Scandal e'er betrays, 
Modefta*8 (ilent when ihe caqnot praife :• 
When Wit and Mirth their lively charms diipla/p 
Her genius fparkles, and her foul is gay f 
No prudi(h Irowiis upon her face appeai9^ 
And in her condu^ oo coq^tifli airs | 
Courteous to all, unconfctous of offence^ 
She (liines the firft in Virtue, Truth and Seoie* 

Young, briik and bold, Vanetta flaunts away. 
And would be thought the g^yt& of the gay ; 
Yet Summer-flies receive more gaudy hues 
Fj>om Sol's warm radiance, and Aurora's dews : 

Full 
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Full flic difphiyty ia tvtty pnblic place. 

Her pride of heart, and impudence of face ;- 

She mimics Wit, while Folly mimics her, 

And hard to fay, which mimic to prefer :. 

Like Milton's Death, flie ** grins a ghaftly fmile»" 

Much too forbidding ever to beguile. 

And yet Vanetta deems her felf-lov'd charms 

Of power to draw the weahhiefl: to her arms. 

Grant that fuccefs her fondeil wifhes crowns ! 

Not Hymen's raptures will unbend her frowns. 

To church Ihe goes, with moft affe6ted zeal. 

Not to confefs her faults, but to conceal ; 

Thou^htlefs of Heav*n, ihe hurries thro* her prayers. 

Eyes licr dear felf, and theh around her Hares : 

But if, perchance, on Pride the Parfon treats, j 

Slie drops'her bible, flirts her fan, and frets ; 

So the gaird jade is feen to wince and ftart, 

If you but gently touch the tender part^ 

Unlike Vanetta is that charming maid, 
Whofe beawty needs no fafhionable aid, 
Amanda nam'd — to low but honed birth. 
Her modeft mien and folid fenfe give worth; 
She leaves to thofe, whom fickle Fancy bred, 
The rainbow ribbon, and the high rais'd head:: 
In this lov'd Nymph are beauteouily combin'd 
The decent drefs and well inflru£ted mind : 

The 
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The church fhe viiits, but without parade. 

And there her vows religioufly are paid ; 

She fears no cenfure when the Prieft declaims, 

Whofe life is virtuous, and fiQcere her aims : 

Amanda's feet in pious paths have trod, 

Which lead to honour, fafety, peace, and God. 

Vanetta, view this lovely picture well. 

And ftrivei in all that's good, Amanda to excel ! 

EPIGRAM. 

JL O M praitM his friend (who changed his Sate) 
For binding fafthimfelftind Kate 

In union fo divine ; 
Wedlock's the end of life, he cried. 
Too true, alas I faid Jack, and figh'd— * 

-«— -Twill be the end of n!lne» 

EPIGRAM. 

Says my^Lord to his cook, you fon of a punk. 
How comes it I fee you, thus, ev'ry day drunk ? 
Pl^ficians, they fay, once a month do allow, 
A man for his health, to get drunk— as a fow. 
That is right, quoth the cook, but the day they don't 

fay. 
So for fear I ihould mift it, I'm drunk ev'ry day. 

ODE 
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TO LOKD EDGBCUMBB*8 ftO^ 

Ye Mufes quit your facred flream, 
And aid me like the bard of yore, 
Hight, Milton, for like his, my theme 
In vcrfe was never fung before. 
Indeed the tale is often told in-profe ; 
Since all the world the mighty wonder Jluowi ! 

Theme of fublimiry ! my boar, . 

AlLh;til ! thou beaft of high renown. 
As famous at the horfe of yore. 

That won his lucky Lord a crown ♦ ; 
Fam*d as Mifs Leibia's bird, in verfe fo foft 
Recorded, or the rabbits of Moll Toft ! 

Hail pig ! at Tun bridge born and bred, 

Who fingleft out his L p there. 

Event that round the region fpread, 
And made the gaping million flare ; 
And ilrange it was to fee, upon my word, 
A pig for ever trotting with my L — d! 

* Darius* 



Tht? 
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The gentry marvdiy at the fight j 

The public walks, the rooms they rung : 

'Twas L-*d^knd ]>ig;ffioixi mom to nighty 

And pig aad L-^ » w ■ ' p all day loag. 

Soon did the.mromL'nNis taie^to I^ondon wing. 

The nobles heard it, 'and they told tbe King* 

Good Lord ! fays one, what can this mean ? 

And raisM the wjbites of both his. eyes : 
It bodes ibme dire portent I ween. 
I can't tell, foice, a iecofid cries. 
Thus did the wodd indulge conjedhire vague. 
For earthquakes fome contending, fomc A.pkgue'1 

But fuch the meaner world, the crew 

Of dull uneducated brains ; ' 

But mark th' opkiions of the few. 
Hear what the learned world maintains : 
Some deemM the L««>d St. Anthony iacog. 
To earth re«>traveil'd with his fav*rite hog. 

Others, in Oriental lore 

Deep vers'd, that heard the peerlefs tale, 
Declar'd with judgment fage, the boar ^ 
Did fecrets to my Lord seveal. 
Like the fam'd Dove cke M4]irelman'4 revere. 
Which, billing, T|rbifper*d in theProphiet's^ear. 

* *' Af thoincta 

While 
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While fome as fagely as the reft, 

Who firm believ'd in tranlJDigrationSy 
ProQOuncM this friendly grunting beaft 
One of his Lordihip*s near relations, 
DoomM by the Fates, for certain deeds dime. 
To animate "^he body of a fvvine ! 

Hail pighpg ! by whofe potent aid, 

My L— d his health had, and employ ! 
My L — y too, was brought-to-bed, 
Heav'n bleft it ! of a chopping boy. 
Event that Famefo founded with her horn, 
As fcar'd the very infants yet unborn ! 

Thrice hapj^ hog ! with Mr&, Joan *, 

Who, in a chariot, cheek by jdle, 
Did'ft, Jehu-like, from Tuabridge Town 
To Mount's enchanting ipanfions roU: 
Where to thy levee, thoufands did repair. 
With nine fat Aldermen and Mr. Mayor. 

The Mayor and Aldermen polite. 

Swore that without or fee or purchase. 
If fo his Lordftiip thoft it right, 
They'd choofe thee, gentle fwine, for burgeff.- 
Thank ye, replied his Lordfhip ; but, odfnigs ! 
Tho' afles fit, 'tis never, granted pigs. 

* My Lady*s waiting woman. 

Thrite 
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Thrice happy hog ! who lov*ft to fnore, 

Reclining on my L — ^y's lap, 
Who gives thy hift'ry o'er and o*cr, 
While pigfnye gruntiing takes his nap; 
Delightful tale, that iirikes all ftories dumb. 
From Gog, the mighty giant j to Tom Thumb* 



TO A LADY WHO G&EAtLY ADMIRED TEE SPA* 

KISH. POETRY. 

IN THE MANNER OF ALONZO D£ ERCILLAt 

W H E N I would thy beauties paint. 
All the pow'r of verfe is faint ; 
Though a haplefs, hopelefs Lover, 
AH thy charms I can difcover ; 
Charms are only found in thee, 
Charms which 'tis unfafe to fee ; 
Charms which might a Hermit bribe; 
Charms no language can defcribe. 
Where words no fit ideas raife. 
Silence beft exprefles praife. 



But when I explore thy mind, 
A new world of charms I find; 



Every 



r ^+4 ] 

Every virtue, every gracei 
There poiTefs their proper place ; 
When of thefe J think awhile, 
Raptures foon my foul beguile* 
For too ilbvong, too clear a light. 
Suits not either fenfe or fight ( 
All we can do is to gaze, 
Sweetly loA in fo«d amaze, 

Faireft Flavia, fav'rite maid ! 
Let thefe artlefs lays peduade. 
Not that I am fkill'd in verfe, 
Or thy conquefts can rehearfe ; 
But, what I did long conceal. 
That thy beauty's fprcc I feel. 
And in mournful numbers figh. 
For thofe charms by which I die. 
Let them tell — what would you more ?- 
That I expire, and yet adore. 



ON THE ROYAL MARRIAGE ACT. 

Qu O T H Dick to Tom, this aft appears 

Abfurd, as I'm alive ; 
To take the crown at eighteen years. 

The wife at twenty-five. 

The 
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The myft^ry how (hall we explain ? 

For^ Aire, as * Dowdefwcll iaid^ 
Thus early if they're fit to «i*f». 

They mufl be fit to weJf 

<2yoth Tom to Dick— thou art a fool, 
And little know'ft of life ! 

Alas ! *tt8 eafier far to rule 
A kingdom than a wife* 



AN EMBLEM OF WEDLOCK.^ 

IN Chaucer's style. 

f*ULL well by lerned clerkis it is fed, 

** That womanhood for mannis life was made ;" 

Vet naughty man iiketh not one or fo ; 

But lufteth, aye, un thriftily, for mo. 

And whom he whilom cheriihyd whan tied 

By holy church, he can not her abide. 

Like to a dog, that lighteth of a bone, 

His tail he waggeth, ^ad thereof ygrown ; 

But if thiik bone unto his tail thou tie. 

Bardie, he, fearing it, away doth fly# 

* Mr. DowdefwcU's Speech on the Ro/al Marriage A^, 

Vol, VL M a short 
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A SHORT POETICAL DESCRIPTION OV A FEMAXE 

IIOUTE. 

SeHOLD the fcene a modey tribe compofe. 
Wives, widows, maids, and intermingle beaux ; i 
AU orders, ages, in one league unite; 
And to dear pafTage confecrate the night ! 
l^ow the dice rattle in the founding box, 
Now groans the table with repeated knocks, 
.(Delightful mufic to the gameflex's ear) 
While ev'ry bofom beats with hopA or fear, 
A pafs «fou6d8 ; — what wond*rous tranfports rife 
In Caelia^s breaft, and lightens in her eyes i 
She fweeps the board — the fop with ardent gaze. 
Admires the beauty that her arm difplays. 

But who, unmov*d, c6n bear the piteous fight. 
While Cynthia frets, and raves at Fortune's fpite ? 
Fled from her cheeks are every love and grace, 
And all the Fury threatens in her face : 
Djflra^led, loft with grjef, and rage o'ercome. 
She quits the dice, and flies to ftorm at home* 

When T a curfe implore, may courteous Fat^? 
With fuch a confort curfe the man I hate!-^ 
Put, if there's one amongft the many found, 
A^dorn'^ with Modefty, wit^i Reafpn crown'd^ 
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Who treads the flippery paths of Youth with care, 
And, uniaf^^ed, breathes in tainted air : 
If fuch there be, kind Heav'n afford thy aid. 
And foftea to my wi(h the virtuous maid ! 



THE FOUl FOXLOWINTG EfJ(^AU9 WZtZ WRir- 
TEN BY MR. JOHN HACKETi:, FORMERLY OF 
SALIOL COLLEGE. 

A Cock within a (table pent. 

Was (trutting o'er fome heaps of dimg. 
And, ay, as round and round he went. 

The mettrd courfers ftampt and flung. 
Bravo ! quoth he, a decent noife. 

We make a tolerable pother ; 
But let's take care, my merry boys. 

We tread not upon one another. 

Frank, who will any firiend^ipply. 

Lent me ten pieces. Frank, fays I, 

Haft any paper ? *Tis but fair. 

You take my note. Quoth Frank, hold there ; 

Jack, to the calh I've bid adieu. 

No need to wafte my paper too. 

M 2 WHEN 
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W^HEN ftncies queer plagu'd Menelaus' hcfld^ 
Thus to her Lord, the blooming Helen faid,— i- 
This earthly part to Troy tho* Paris borc^ 
Still was my foul with thee, on Sparta's (Iiore. - 
Troth it maybe, quoth he, I believe it well ; 
JSowp'^l-y th^ next time leave me thp body^ NeU^ 



TO MR* Wn y ■ i ■ . ■ , 

From mornini; to evening, and evening to mortis 

Your fellows are pcftVing us with th^ir French horn- 
ing; 

Do, ftop this damn*4 work ; you forget your friend 
Joe ; 

Your horns, Sir, made noife enough three years 
ago* 



PN 
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tN THE DEATH OP THE LADY OP THE RIj^Hf 
HONOURABLE JOHN SHELLY, WHO P^ED Itf 
CHILD-SED* 

BY THE EEV. t>R« DSLAP# 

Tears, fuch as Angers weep, (hou*d now dirfiifc. 
Around this hallowed earth,- the^r holieft dews. 
Where refl fair Wilhehnina's laft remains- 
She for her infant bore a itiother's pains. 
And died to give it life. In Beauty's bloom, 
Heav*n fnatch'd its favourite td an eady tomb i 
Its gent'lc^, beft beloved, whtf feemM defign^cl 
To (how how far a' meek and modcft mindy 
With its own fimple pow'rs and native grace, 
Gould mend the features of the faireft face | 
How fix a friend's, a brother's, hulband's love^ 
Beyond, aias, the pow'r of Death to move t^ ' 

Self-tutbrM thus, dbove aljf rules of Aff^ 
This child of Nature play'd her blamelefs part. 
And funk with that unftdlied foul to refi. 
Which Heav*D firft breath'd ioto her iofaot breaft* 



M % THE 
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THE WAY TO CHUSE A WIFE. 

If e'er T quit the fingle life. 
Be this the model of my wife^ — 
A Beauty, without Art, compleat. 
Who's from her toilet ^;«/^ neat ^ 
Who golden tiflue can defpife, 
And wears no brilliants, but her eyes ; 
Defiring.Love, and fparkling Wit, 
Soft blended in her eyes Ihould meet ; 
And, in her dimpled fmiles be feen 
A roodeft, with a cheerful mien# 

As paufes find in mufic placcj 
Her fpeech let proper filence grace ; 
Her converfation ever free 
From cenfure, as from levity ; 
And undiflembled innocence,. 
Not apt to give or take offence ; 
Nor fond of compliments, nor rudej 
Not a coquet, nor yet aprnde ; 
Averfe to wanton ferenades, 
Nor pleas'd with midnight mafqueradeJ. 
The virtues that her fcx adorn. 
By honour guarded, not by /corn ;. 



Not 
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Not fuperflitious, nor profane^ 
But in Religion greatly phin. 
To fuch a virgin, fuch a wife, 
r give my love, I give nay life. 



ON LOVE* 

AN ELEGY. 

BY D Rv AK £ Ns iDE^- 
ToO much my heart of Hcauty'8 power hath knovviT, 
Too long to Love hatlvReafon left her throne ; 
Too long my Genius raoumM his myrtle chain, 
A«d three rich years of youth confum'd in vain* 
My wilhes, lull'd with foft inglorious dreams,' 
Forgot the Patriot's and the Sage's themes ; 
Thro* each Elyfian vale and Fairy grove. 
Thro* all th* enchanted paradife of Love, 
Mifled by fickly Hope's deceitful flame, 
Averfe to A6tion, and renouncing Fame» 

At la ft the vifionary feenes decay, 
My eyes exulting blefs the new-born day, 
Whofe faithful beams detedl the dangerous road 
In which my hecdlcfs feet fecurely trode, 

M 4 And 



And flrip the phantoms of their lying charms. 
That ]ur*d my foul froii> Wifdom's peaceful armK 

For filver dreams and banks bcfprcad wkh flow^rs^ 
For mofly couches and harmonious bowers, 
Lo ! barren heaths appear, and pathlefs woods. 
And rocks liung dreadful o'er unfathoro'd floods : 
For opennbfs of heart, for tender fmilcs. 
Looks fraught with love, and wrath-difarming wiles, 
Lo I fullen Spight, and perjur'd Luft of Gain, 
And cruel Pride, and crueller Difdain. 
Lo ! cordial faith to ideot airs refin'd. 
Now coolly civil, now tranfporting kind. 
For graceful cafe, lo ! Affectation walks. 
And dull half fenfe, for Wit and Wifdom talks. 
New to each hour what low delight fuccccds, 
What precious furniture of hearts and heads ! 
By nought their prudence, but by getting known ^ 
And all their courage in deceiving ihown^ 

See next what plagues attend the Lover's ftate. 
What frightful forms of Terror, Scorn, and Hat^ f 
See burning Fury Heaven and Earth defy I 
See dumb Defpair in icy fetters lie ! 
See black Sufpicion bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himfclf to view ; 

And 



And fond Belief, with all a Lover's fiamei^ 

Sinks in thofe arms that point his bead with ihame I 

There wan Dejedion, fult'ring as he ^oes,^ 

In fhades and filence vainly feeks repofe $ 

Muling thro' pathlefs wilds, confumes the day. 

Then, loft in darknefs, weeps the hoUrs^away. ' 

Here the gay croud of Luxury advance. 

Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 

On every head the rofy garland glows,. 

In every hand the goldep goblet flows* 

The Syren views them with exulting eyes. 

And laughs at bafhful Virtue as (he flies. 

But fee behind, where Scorn and Want appear,. 

The grave remonftrance, and the witty fneer. 

See fell Remorfe in a6Hon, prompt to dart 

Her fnaky poifod thro* the confcious heart. 

And Sloth to cancel, with oblivious fhame. 

The fair memorial of recording Fame. 

Are thefe delights that one would wifh to gain ? 

Is this th' £lyfium of a fober brain ? 

To wait for happinefs in female fmiles. 

Bear all her fcorn, be caught with all her wiles, 

With prayers, with bribes, with lies her pity crav^i 

Blefs her hard bonds, and boafl to be her (lave ; 

To feel, for trifles, a diftrailed train 

Of hopes and terrors equally in vain ; 

M s This 
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This hour to tremble, and the next taglow, 
• Can Pride, can Senfe, can Reafon ikop {6 low ? 
When Virtue^ at an eaficr price, diijplayg 
The faered wreaths of hoaourable praife ^ 
When Wiidom utters her divine decree^ 
To laugh at pompous Folly, and be free. 

I bid adieu, then, to thefe woeful fcenes ; 
^ bid adieu to all the fex of Qyeens ; 
Adieu to every fufering, fimple foul, 
That lets a woman'is will his eafe controuU 
There laugh, ye witty, and rebuke, ye grave t 
For me, I fcorn to boafl that I'm a ilave* 
1 bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 
Joy to my heart ! my wifees are my own ! 
Farewel the female Heaven, the female Hell ; 
To the great God of Love a glad farewel. 
Is this the triumph of thy awful name ? 
Are thefe the fplendid hopes that urg'd thy aim. 
When firfl my bofom own'd thy haughty fway. 
When thus Minerva heard thee, boafling fay ; 

** Go, martial maid, elfewhere thy arts employ, 
*^ Nor hope to flielter that devote 1 boy. 
** Go, teach the folemn fons of Care and Age, 
♦* The penfive Statefman, and the midnight Sage ; 
** The young, with me, mufl other leiTons prove, 
*' youth calls for Pleafure, Pleafure calls for Love. 

«' Behold 
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" Behold hi^ heart thy grave adrice difdainSy 
** Behold, I bind him in eternal chains.'^ 

Alas ! great Love, how idle was the boaft ! 
Thy chains are broken, and thy leflbns loft. 
Thy wilful rage has tir*d my fufiKring heart,- 
And Paffion, Reafon forced thee to depart* 

But wherefore doft thou linger on thy way : 
Why vainly fearch for ftfme pretence to flay. 
When crouds of vaflals court thy pleafing yok«^ . 
And countlefii vidims bow beneath the ilroke ? 
Lo ! round thy flirihe a thoufacd youths advance^ 
Warm with the gentle ardours of Romance; 
Each longs t* aflert thy caufe with feats of armsr, 
And make the world confefs Dulcinea's charms^ 
Ten thoufand girls, with fl6w*ry.chaplets crown'd. 
To groves and ftreams thy tender triumph found ^^ 
Each bids the ftream in murmurs fpeak her flame. 
Each calls the grove to figh her fhepherd*s name. 
But if thy pride fuch cafy honour fcorn. 
If nobler trophies muH thy toil adorn. 
Behold yon flow*ry antiquated nraid. 
Bright in the bloom of threefcore years difplayM ; . 
Her thou fhalt bind in thy delightful chains. 
And thrill with gentler pangs her withered v^ins, • 
Her frofly cheek with crimfon blulhes dye^ 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 

M 6 Turn 
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Turn then thy labours to the fervile croud. 
Entice the wary, and controul the proud ; 
Make the fad Mifer his befi gains forego. 
The fotemn Statefinan iigh to bea beau. 
The bold Coquette with fondeft paffion bum. 
The Bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn : 
And that chief glory of thy pow'r maintain, 
•* To poize Ambition in a female brain.** 
Be thefe thy triumphs, but no more prefume 
That my rebellioiis heart will yield thee room. ' 
I know thy puny force, thy fimple wiles ; 
I break triumphant thro* thy flimfey toils ; 
I fee thy dying lamp's laft languid glow. 
Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac'd thy bow* 
I feel diviner fires my breafl inflame. 
To adive Science, and ingenuous Fame : 
Refume the paths my earliefl choice began. 
And lofe, with pride, the Lover in the Man. 

ODE TO VENUS, ON OPENING THE PANTHEON, 

BY A YOUNG LADY OF FASHIOPT, 

[Imitated from Horace ] 

Bright Venus, Covent-Carden's queen, 
Forfakc awhile each hackncy'd fcene, 

For 
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For fomething new and rare; 
And, quitting Luft's confined abode. 
Bid Thomas drive to Oxford Road, 

And feek a purer air. 

From Nelfon's, Hayes's and Soho, 
And Frere*s • politer bagnio. 

To yon gay Temple rove j 
There iavifh all your winning arts» 
To catch our pudTes, or our hearts. 

And give a ioofe to Love* 

Libations, lo ! to thee are made. 
Of capillaire and lemonade. 

And juice of cooling tea ; 
Whole hecatombs of bifcuits rife. 
Beaux, bawds, and bifhops, mingle fighs, 

To facrifice to thee. 

Bright Goddefs hafte, and with thee take 
The modilh Macaroni Rake, 

Who Fadiion's law reveres ; 
Arrayed, as her caprice decrees. 
In coat a yard above his knees, 

And curls above his ears. 

• The Coterie* 

^Oft 
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St>ft foother of the bed of Care,- 
Let wanton Coxe attend thee there^ 

For Diffipation made ; 
Her nvanners open, free, and kind. 
Her heaving bofom unconfin'd, 

By whalebone or brocade. 

Lead Vigour, lufty child of Health, 
More coveted than birth or wealth, 

By all who widi to pleafe ; 
Without whofe falutary grace. 
The rapture-feigning Fop*8 embrace, 

Is but a pow'r to teixe* 



THE FOLLOWING EPIGRAM WAS WRITTEN BY 
G. A. SELWYN, ESQ^ ON FINDING A PAIR OF 
SHOES ON THE BED OP ONB OF THE FEMALI 
MEMBERS OF THE COIERIE. 

Well may Sufpicion (hake its head. 
Well may Clarinda's fpoufe be jealous^ 

When the dear wanton takes to bed 
Her veryT^^i— becaufe they're y^//(^vj. . 



ON 
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ON A EATE MARRIAGEf 

rROM flavifh, mean dependance raisM 

By man's capricious love ; 
With richefl filks, and ruffles grac'd. 

Now view Dorinda move. 

The home-fpun fluffs (he us*d to wear,. 

And us'd to patch and mend. 
Are now unworthy of her care. 

She's got a better friend. 

Time was fhe earn*d her daily bread. 

And walk'd th« flreets in pattens, 
But now fhe drefles up her head, 

And flruts abroad in fatins. 

A CATCH, 

TO A COMPANY OF BAD FIDDLE-SCRAFBRS, 

" To the Tune of Water parted from tljt Sea.^ 

JVI A Y ye never play m tune. 

In the morning, night, or noon : 
May you ne*er at noon or night. 

Know the wrong end from the righf. 

May 



May the firings be ever breaking, 

Pegt^ I charge ye, ne'er unfcrew p 
May your heads be always aching,. 

Tin the fiddle's broke in two* 

MR. HEDGES TO SIR HANS SLOANE.- 

Since you, dear Do^or, favM my life, 

By turns to biefs and curfe my wife ; 

In confcience I'm obliged to do, 

What your commands enjoin'd' me to : 

According then to your command. 

That I (hould fearch the Weilern land. 

And fend you aK: that I can find' 

Of curious things of every kind ;' 

I've ravag'd air, earth, fca and caverrts^, 

Wine, women, children, tombs and taverns ; 

And greater rarities can fhew. 

Than Grefliam's children ever knew ; 

Which carrier Dick (hall bring you down. 

Next time the waggon comes to town* 

Firft, I have drops of the fame Ihower, 
\yhjch Jove in Danae's lap did pour ; f 
From Carthage brought, the fword I'll fend, 
That help'd Queen Dido to her end : 

The 
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The fnakc ikin, which, yoii may believe, 
The ferpent caft who tempted Eve :• 
A fig-leaf apron, 'tis the fame 
Which Adam wore to hide his (hame ; 
But now wants darning : Sir, bcfide^ 
The jaw by which poor Abel died j 
A whetilone worn exceeding fmall, 
Which Time has whet his teeth withaU 
The pigeon fluft, which Noah fent. 
To tell which way the water went— 
A ring IVe got of Samfon's hair. 
The fame which Delilah did wear* 
St. Dunilan's tongs, as floiy goes^ 
That pinch'd the Devil by the nofc* 
The very Ihaft, as all niay fee, 
Which Cupid (hot at Anthony : 
And what beyond them all I prize, 
A glance of Cleopatra's eyes. 
Some flrains of eloquence which hung^ 
In Roman times, on Tully's tongue ; 
Which long conceal'd and loA had lain^ 
1 ill Cowper found them out again ! 
Then I've (moft curious to be fecn) 
A fcorpion's bite to cure the fpleen» 
As More cures worms in ftomach bred» 
I've pills cure maggots in the head : 
With the receipt how you may make 'em^ 
To you I leave the time to take 'em» 



Tvc 
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l^re got a ray of Phoebus* (hine. 

Found Iq the bottom of a mine ! 

A Lawyer's confciencc, large and clear^ 

Fit for a Judge himfelf to wear. 

Fve choice of noftrums, how to make 

An oath which Churchmen will fK>t take; 

In a thumb vial you Ihall fee, 

Clofe ftopt', fomc drops of honefty ; 

Which, after fearching kingdoms round^ 

At laft was in a cpttage found, 

I han't collected any care. 

Of that there's plenty every-where t 

But, after wond'rous labour fpent, 

I've got three-grains of rich contcntr 

It is my wiih, it is my glory. 

To funiifli your nicknackatoiy r 

I only beg that when you (hew 'em, 

You'll fairly tell to whom you owe 'em ;: 

"Which will your future patients teach 

To do,, as has done yours, 

r. 



THE WALDEN HUNT. 

Let dull politicians eternally prate, 

And leave their own bufinefs for that of the State, 

For^ 
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For boid Britiih Liberty tread on the law?. 
And think the worft ifien may fupport the beft caiife^ 
Let them fwell high to Freedom the generous fong. 
And be madmen themfelves, whena Minifter's wrong; 
Tnjft their lives and their fortunes to bankrupts alone f 
And prove thcmfeivcs loyal, by blaming the Throne f 
That our foolifli difTentions may happily ceafei 
Let them hourly attempt a new flab at our peace^ 
And rail at all others as villains or flaves, 
Who doubt once the virtue of beggars and knaves ;. 
But engag'd by the manly delights of the chace. 
Where health and where pleafure hold equally pace^ 
The Walden keen fportfmen fhall fwcU up my flrain. 
As they follow the lightning-fwift flag o'er the plain^ 
With rapture's owamufic awake the fweet morn,. 
And kindle frefh joys at the found of the horn; 

On Friday the third, leaving fea-coal and fin, " 
Fop Walden we flew to the Rofe and Crown Inn r 
From whence, the next morning, to Gardener's * we 

rode. 
And reach'd in high fpirits, his welcome abode ; 
Where the weR-meaning coxcomb, half hofi and half 

friend. 
Who loves, what we love, and ne'er minds what we 

^nd ; 

• The Crown at Chdicrford. . 

With 
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With a chearful barkfonmrdrezttn^A the whole partjT^ 
And fwore out his pleafure to find us^atl hearty. 
The hounds, in the morning, led on by Will Deane^ 
And the hunt fmartly drefs'd in their gencFal g^een^ 
We threw off ev'ry day, without puppy or lac'd coat, 
Tho' Gard'ner frowned hard at ouf collar and waift« 

coat. 
Throughout the whole ehaee Fhoe])U6 fmil'^d on ouf 

way. 
And each flag gave us hard, but gave exceUent play; 
High rearing his^ntlers, and fcorniog to yields 
He fhot thro' the thkket, or fcour'd o'er the field ; 
But in vain did he labour to leave us behind. 
The hounds and the hunters kept pace with the wind» 
The good-natur'd M — i(h tho' willing to fpare. 
Now pierc'd with his (bouts thro' the echoing air; 
And, quite a keen fportfman, no longer drew back^ 
But boldly rode up at the head of the pack. 
The two jolly brothers. Sir Jaroes^ and young L^-g, 
Prefs'd eagerly forward to lead the whole throng f 
With a gen'rous ambition inflam'd at the fight. 
But Ki— c-te, who madden'd thro'a^ual delight^ 
Fuih'd Blower fo hard that he panted for breath,, 
Tho' a horfe who is chiefly firft in at the death. 
The Major, with L — ge, and Sir Ferdinand then, 
Spurr'don, and befaav'd themfelves nobly like men ;■ 

WhUc 
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V^hHk iMth theBe— nqu— ta whippM fmarter 9iul 

iinaitery 
And W*ik-fon did almoft wanders with Tartar; 
To lf;eep with the foremoft feem'd L— — Ws warm 

view, 
And L ■ l er the Feather amazingly flew ; 
But the poor Chefout gelding ran foon to a ftop. 
And Death, that grini horfemaoi thro' envy feiz'd 

Crop*; 
HeiiC alfo (houldli-^^Oick with .credit be namM, 
Tho* hif borfe was fo quick, and fo curfedly lam*d ; 
And timher-to'd Billy f too merits a line^ 
Tho' he twice fpUrd his mailer, and fell with poor 

V-nnc; 
But Th-m-n jthe chubby was very much mifs'd^ 
For the lEellow's a favourite quite with our lift ; 
And all wi(h*d for Oliver's fpirit and fong, 
With whom time ftill lengthens, yet never feems long; 
Nor could we but fooie glaring anger betray, 
At the abfe^ccpf N — ^ve aad his titupping grey; 
Yet chiefly 9 Nymph J| let us gratefully praife. 
Who graced the gay concourfe «of one of our days ; 
like another Pjana, the Woodland's fair Queen, . 
Furfu'd the flout flag with the bcothers in green ; 
At hedge-row, or river, neV trembling floods 
But clear'd the high br gke,or pluog'dde^p in theflood; 

# Mr. L ^ke's horfe. + Mr. V*$ horfc. 

Q A Lady who rode the whole day with the hunt. 

That 
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That the charmer was Cynthia at firfl: we believed. 
But we look'd at her eyes, and were foon undeceiv'd; 
The keen killing glance was all paffion and fir«. 
And promised to blefs, while it rais'd up deikre ; 
The I'ipe rofy lip, that provoked the long kife, 
FreparM to return, what was paid it, in Uift, 
And the warm fteib and blood of the form aU difplayM 
The kbd hearted girl, not the furly old maid.^— ^ 
Each day having puU'd the flag joyoufTy down. 
To Ruffee's we return, at the Roie and the Crown^ 
Where M — tifli politenefs, and laughter prefide, 
And Friendfhip difdains to know Party or Pride j— 
Then while honeft Partridge took charge of expence, 
Our toafts were all guided by humour and fenfe ; 
In Pope's happy thought, on the bottle and bowl ; 
£at the true feaft of reafon, and the true flow of foul ; 
And the glafs, as it ihould do, went cheerfully round. 
To heighten our pleafure, and not to confound- 
All fatiafied here, the delights of the iield. 
To other enjoyments^ in courfe, were to yield ; 
A change the moft wife that our fages can iind. 
Both a pleafant and timely relief to the mind — 
We therefore return'd, when we wift'd it, to to'wn^ 
In juft the fame humour as when we went down ; 
Determrn*d, fince life but few pleafures can give. 
To feize ali in turn, and to live vihlle nve live. 

HOR, 
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HOR. LIB. I. ODE 58, IMITATED^ ^ 

JP&£SLC08 ODI9 &C. 

Dear jenny, to confcfs my mind, 

I never yet could bear. 
To fee the lovely maid I priz'd 
By cv'ry greafy prig difguis*d, 

With powder and falfe hair. 

Se cleanlinefs thy morning carc^ 

Nor covet Art's attire. 
In native elegance compleat, 
You look as fair, and kifs as fvveet^ 

As Loveiind I defire. 



IHERON, among his travels, found 
A broken flatue on the ground. 
And fearching onward as he wenty 
He trac*d a ruinM monument. 
Mould, mofs, and (hades had overgrown 
The fculpture of the mould'ring flone^ 
Yet, ere he pafs'd, with much ado. 
He guefs'di and fpelt out Scipio* 

£€iough I 



I 



[ 268 ] 

Enough ! he cried ! TJl drudge no more 
In turning the dull fages o*cr, 
Let Pedants wafie their hours of eafe« 
To pore all night o'er Socrdtes ; 
And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
Thofe tedious recipes of fchools ; 
To cure Ambition, I can learh 
With greater eaie, the great concern 
Of mortals, how we may defpife » 

AH the gay things below the Ikies. 

Methint^f a mouldering pyramid 
Says all that the old Sages faid : 
For me, thefe ihattered tombs contain 
More morals than the Vatican ; 
The duft cf heroes, caft abroad, 
And kick'd and trampl'd on the road, 
The relicts of a lofty mind. 
That lately wars and crowns defign'd. 
Toft for a jeft, from wind to wind, 
Bids me be humble, and forbear, 
Dull monuments of Fame to rear, 
They are but caftks in the air. 
The tow'ring height, and frightful fails. 
The ruin'd heaps and funerals. 
Of fmoaking kingdoms, and their Kings, 
Tell me a <houfand mournful things 



} 



In 



t »69 J 

In melancholy filcncc— He, 
That living, coQld not bear to fee 
An equal, now lies torn and dead ; 
Here his pale trunk, and there his head. 
Great Pompey, while I meditate. 
With folemn horror thy fad fate, 
Thy carcafe fcatter*d on the (hore, 
Withotit a name ! inftru6b me more 
Than my whole library before ! 

Lie ilili, my Plutarch, then, and fleep ^ 
And, my good Seneca, may keep 
Your volumes clofs'd for ever too, 
I have no farther ufe for you ; 
for when I feel my virtue fail. 
And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 
I'll take a turn among the tombs,- 
And fee whereto all glory comes ! 
There the vile foot of ev'ry flave 
Infults a Charles, or a Gufiave ! 
Beggars with awful afhes fport. 
And tread the Cxfars in the dirtt 
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A P A R O D Y. 

BY FRANCIS LORD VERULAM. 

jThE world's a bubble, and the life of man, 

lefs than a ipan ; 

< In his conceptions \iretched, from the womb, 

fo to the tomb : 

Curs'd from the cradle, and brought up to years 

with cares and fears. 

Who then to frail mortality fliall truft. 

But limns the water, or biit writes in duft. 

Yet fmce with forrow here we live oppreft, 

What life is beft ? 

Courts ar^ but only fuperficial fchools, 

to dandle fools : 

The rural parts are turnM into a den 

of favage men. 

And Where's a city from all vice fo free, 

But may be term'd the worfl of all the three ? 

Domeflic cares afflid the hufband's bed. 

Or pains his head : 

Thofe who live lingle take it for a curfe, 

or do things worfe. 

Some would have children, thofe that have them, none, 

or wifli them gone. 

What is it then to have, or have no wife, 

But Cngle thraldom, or a double ftrifc ! 

Onr 
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Out own affeAlons flill at home to pleafe. 

Is a difeafe"; 
To crofs the fea to any foreign foil, 

peril% and toil ; 
Wars with their noife affright us ; whei} they ceafc 

We're worfe in Peacci, 
What then remains, but that we ftill (hould ciy^ 
Not to be bom, or, being born, to die, 

• HOR. BOOK I. ODE XXIII. 
Fiitas hinnuko me JimiUs^ Cbke^ 

Why; '(Chloe, like the tender fawn. 
That trembling feuds acrofs the lawn. 

To feek its anxious doe ; 
That Harts and pricks its little ears, 
And raifes all a mother's fears) 

Doft thou thus coynefs ihow ? A 

Why fly me with fuch furious haflc, 
As if on Lybia*s burning wafle 

ThouMft met a tyger wan ? 
Full big art thou to hang about, 
And play with Mamma's petticoat, 

V hofc charms arc ripe for man. 

N a THIS 
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THE CAUSE OF INCONSTANCY. 

rlOW tM?o 1 heard the Fair lament 
Man's falAood^ and their wretched fate ! 

How few are with their ipoufe content. 
Or confiotit to their fighiog matei 

How fcldom fouls below are join'd, 

Fot one another formM above ! 
How fejdom pairs of hearts we find, 

By Heaven ordain'd for mutual love ! 

Thus man^s inconftant foul we blame, 
For want of knowledge, or of thought^ 

When all the while, 'tis in the fram^ 
Cf both their bodies lies the fault. 

When Jove had made this little ball, 
For four-lecg'd beafls, and creeping things. 

At length hcrormM, to govern all, 
A two Icgg'd creature without wings. 

Millions of thefc he made at once. 
To fave himfelf all further trouble. 

And men and women, for the nonce. 
By pairs, like tallies, he made double. 



Thea 
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Then from Olympus' dreadful top, 

Well (haken in a bag together, 
He tofs'd them down, and let them drop, 

Jud as it pleasM the wind and weather. 

Some fell in Afia, fome in Greece, 
In England fome, and fome in Spain j 

But feldom two of the fame piece. 
In the fame climate met again. 

Hence men, who grown to riper years, 
Rememb^ng this their former makings 

Hunt up and down to find their peers. 
And women too, in the fame taking. 

Some prove toolhort, and ibme too tali. 
This is too big, and that too Httlc, 

A fault they're fure to find in all. 
Few ever tally to a tittle* 

By chance a pan* may^ meet and tApe, 
And fpend their lives in blift together ; 

But when they tumbled from above, 
It mufl: be mighty tcmperate^ weather. 

From hence the murmuring fair may fee^ 
Men's hearts are not to blame a-bit^ 

Our fouls would never difagree, 
If oncetiur bodies did but fit.- 

N 5; 4N 
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AN ODE, 

WXITTKN A TEW DAYS BEFORE THE l6k6 
COLLEGE VACATION, I765, 

' BY ME* HARTI8. 

Come, thou laugkter-lovinjg power, 
Goddefs of the feftivc hour, 
Bluc-cy*d Mirth, and bring along 
Gamefome fport, and jocund fong $ 
Wit with native humour warm^ 
Converfation*s lively charm, 
Anrd yet more, to ope the foul. 
Bring, O bring the jovial bowU 
Let us lift the gladfome (hotit. 
Let us wake the midnight rout» 
Brilkly let us all advance 
In the fprightly-woven dance ! 
Every deed on every^ fide, 
Let the foul of rapture guide. 
Care begone ! and grief adieu 
What hgve ye with joy to do ? 
And thou too, that lov'ft to dwell 
Muiing in the penlive cell. 
Heavenly queen of piercing eye, 
Farcwel fweet Philofophy ! 



What 
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What if thou with hermit-look^ 

From Retirement's fartheft nook, 

Mark'fl the world in buftling (hoW| 

Struggling o'er the waves of woe ; 

By the wind of black defpair, 

Daih'd away from care to care^ 

Whilft thou, calm on Safety's ihorc, 

Doft but hear the tempeft roar* 

What if thou the flow'ry pride, 

Of the meadow's velvet fide. 

To the proudl3^arching bower. 

And the glittering court of power, 

Can'il prefer ; we envy not. 

Holy Seer, thy iimple lot. 

Sifters twin arc Youth and Pleafurc, 

Mead^t t*enjoy the fweets of ieifure, 

Made for every blitjifome fport, 

Furpofe mild, and gay refort. 

Age was form'd for meditation, 

Not the toys of recreation, 

With the fmiles of Wifdom fraught. 

And the glow of folemn thought ; 

Such is Age, Philofophy, 

Such the mind that fuits with thee. ^ 

But now joys of different kind. 
Wing the wi(h, and fire the mind ; 

N 4 Tuxnl^ling 
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Tumbling rills that warbling flow, 
Yellow meads with gold that glow, 
Wandering walks, and rural cafe, 
Such alone have power to pleafii* 
Or perchance the lucid f(fenc. 
Where the rays of Beauty's niien. 
Kindling every fond defire. 
Set the foul of Love on fire : 
Or the loudly-echoing horn, 
As it cheers the numbering Morni 
Waking Nature, haply haay 
Lure us to the chace away. 

Farewelthcn, thou willowM fiream, 
Glittering bright with Wifdom's beam, 
Silver Cam ! whofe bowers among, 

Infpiration leads her throng, 

Clio breathes celeftial fire, 

Mufic hangs her dulcet lyre, 

"Yet farewel I — to brighter joys, 

Pleafure lifts our wandering eye«. 

With her own rcfiftlcfs fmilc, 

She Ihall fmooth each care awhile ; 

Yes, fhe, fair Queen, fliall all the mind poffefs, 

With gladnefs fire it, and with rapture blefs. 
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AN EPITAPH 

TS A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD IN RENT* 

BY MR. GRAY. 

.(aUTHOU or THE ELEGY IN A COUNTRY 
CHURCH- yard). 

^Not printed in Jofanfon^s E<lition of the Englifh foeis.] 

L O ! where this fileilt marble weeps, 

A friend, a wife, a mother deeps, 

A heart, within whofe facreci cell 

The peaceful virtiies lov*d to dwell : 

Affection warm, and feith fincere, 

And>foft humanity wene there. 

In agony, in death refign*d. 

She felt the wound fhe left behind : 

H^r infant image here below. 

Sits fmiling on a father's woe : 

Whom what awaits, while thus he flrayt 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang, to fecret Sorrow dear, 

A %h, an unavailing tear, 

Till Time (hall every grief remove,^ 

With life, with memory,, and with love. 

N s DIA* 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN CUPID AND HYMEN, 

BT SIR JOHN VANBU&GH. 
CVFXD. 

Thou banc to my empire, thou fpring of conteft, 
Thou fource of all difcord, thou foe to my reft, ' 
Fray tell me what wretches in bondage can fee. 
That the aim of their life is dire6ted to thee ? 

HYMEN. 

Then tell me, thou little impertinent God, 
Why the ilaves of thy power; fo afraid df thy npd. 
Grow fond of a change, to whatever it be. 
And ni tell thee, why thofe would be bound who 
are free ? 

CUPID. 

Were Love the reward of a pains-taking life, 
Had a fpoufe the addrefs to be fond of his wife. 
Was Virtue fo plenty, that a wife could afford, 
III thefe very bad times, to be true to her Lord ; 
Some fpecious account might be given of all thofe. 
Who are tied by the tail to be led by the iiofe. 

But 
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But iince 'tis the fate of the wedded for life, 
(Excepted a few) to love conteii and ftrife, 
I think 'twere much wifer to ramble at large, 
And the vollies of Love on the herd to difcharge. 

HYMEN. 

Was I but a Monarch fo cruelly jlift^, 
To oblige a poor fpoufe to he true to his truft, 
Some colour of reafon thy didtates might bear. 
If a man had no* more than a wife to his fhare ; 
But I never pretended^ for many years paft, 
By wedding young people to make 'em more chafte ; 
I therefore advife thee to let me go on, 
Thou'lt find I'm the firength and fupport of thy 

throne ; 
For had'ft thou but eyes, thou would'ft quickly per- 
ceive it, 

How fmoothly thy dart 

Slips into the heart , 

Of a woman that's wed-,- 

While the timorous maid^ 

Of thy arrow afraid, 

Flies the amorous bed, 
V^ile trembling, tho' wiihiog, ihe dares^ot receive it. 

N 6 ON 
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ON CELIACS SICKNESS. 

ay ISAAC HAWKINS sitowysy M4|. 

[Not in the Volume of his Poems.] 

Cruel difeafe, thus to invade 

The fhrine for Love and Graces made | 

Can flie to fickneft be a prey^ 

Whofe cbarms 0)ade all the world look gajr ; 

AH bm myfislf, whom lucklefs Fate 

Ordains ihe vi&im of her hate $ 

If wretcbed I ! raiift hourly mourn 

The rigour of relentlefs ficom. 

Yet Celia's illnefs woundi me more 

Than her fevcre difdain before : 

And, cruel ! tho' {he flights my pain, 

Deaf as the winds when I complain, 

Yet urg'd by generous paffions ftill, 

Whate'tr fhe fufFers I muft feel. 

What tho' I cannot hope to fliare 

The tender joys of life with lier, 

This privilege flie can't refufe, 

To be partaker in her woes. 

But mull I then unpitied burn, 

And never hope a kind return ? 

Obdurate in your firft intent. 

Can nothing teach you to relent ? 

Ohl 



Oh 1 could the ills which you fuftain. 
Make yon cofopaffionate my pain ! 
But yours are of a dt&rent kind^ 
Affe^^ the body, not the mind. 
Yours only reach the outward part^ 
Mine plant a dagger in my heart. 



UPON &SADIK6 TH£ LIJPE OF THE JfSUIT PAEBBl* 



BT CATTAIN TBOMSOlf, 

PrEBER's great foul difdain'd what Fortune ient, 
Amidft his foes impriibn'd found content* 
Superior Virtue, happy in its ends, 
Ofc from our foes creates our beft of friends : 
No fed or nation, native light the fame, 
E'ergaiw to Vice fair Virtue's hallowM name* 
See with difdain exulting Vice abroad 1 
See at her heels ilow Jufttce with a rod ! 
Different with Virtue, modeft maid, whofe tears 
Precede the many thoufand friends ihe rears. 
Preber immur'd with PrebcPs dauntlefs breaft^ 
rd rather chufe than Perfia*s purple veft. 
Beneath whofe gaudy folds the coward heart 
Oft dreads, and juftlyi the domefiis dartt 

Princes 
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Princes, whom love of fway, not Juftice lure. 

Whom FlattVers poifon, but whom Patriots cure i 

Look to the Eafl, fee arbitrary fway. 

Thro* one dread tenor keep its ruthlefs way ! 

Nor Art or Science bleft the rolling years. 

O'er hills of forrow, and through vales of tears j 

The fan\iih'd hind, flow plodding on his way. 

Scarce reaps in part the labours of the day : 

In vain indulgent Nature fprcads her ftore. 

While cv!ry petty tyrant robs the poor ; 

Wiiile gold, not Juftice, gives the favingpowV, , 

While Vice itfelf 's infurM not for an hour. 

Where Science fhone, now hoots the lonely owl;- 

Foxes obfcure, and hungry lions proul $ 

Afia*s fair cities now in ruins laid, 

An4 once her gardens, lonely deferts made ; 

All that was great or good, inverted ftamly 

Now Blood, andPriefts, and Ignorance keep theland. 

England's in ftru6led Monarch, learn from hence. 

Your greateft glory, and your beft defence, 

Confift in giving Liberty and Law : 

Nor by ignoble Fear attempt to awe 

Spirits who fcorn to wear the galling chain 

Our neighbours wear--impoveri(h'd France and Spain! 

What fanguine floods for Liberty have run ! 

When Brutus ftruck— then Caefar was undone. 

HOR. 
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HOR. LIB. I. ODE XXU. IMITATED- 

BY MISS ELIZABETH CARTXR» 
[Npt in her Poems] 
* Integer vita^ fs'c. 

, A Virtuous man, whofe a6l8 and thoughts arc pure, 
Without the help of weapons is fecure, 
Without or quiver, or impoifon'd fpear. 
His fledfaft foul forgets the fenfe of fear. 
Whether thro' Lybia's burning fands he goes. 
Or Caucafe horrid with perpetual fnows ; 
Surveys thofe regions where Hydafpes ftrays. 
Or toft by tempefts in the raging,feas ; 
Safe in his own intrinfic worth remains. 
And, arm'd with that, each obflacle difdaius ; 
Toils, dangers, difficulties all defied, \ 
His paflport Virtue, PiovideBce his guidet 

If plac*d by Fate beneath the torrid zone, 
Scorch'd by the fury of too near si Sun ; 
Or fent where never Phoebus' cheerful ray. 
Glad the dark climate with one glimpfe of day ; 
Where no gay verdure decks th' unfruitful ground, 
But Winter fpreads its empire all around : 

Amidft 
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Ainidft the terrors of that difmal fcene. 
His mind preferves a fettled calm within. 
To him the gloomy wafte ihall feem to finile. 
And coiifctous Virtue cv^ry care beguile. 
Virtue alike its tenor can maintain , 
In fplendid courts, or on a barren plain.^ 

Drjfugere Nives^ redeuntjam Gramina Camfis^ &r. 
HOR. L. IV. ODE VII. A TRANSLATION. 

BY THS SAMS. 

[Not in her Poems,] 

Now Nature quickens with the vernal breeze. 
Again their leafy honours deck the trees. 
The fmiling Earth renews her blooming pride, . 
And lefs'ning flreams within their channels glide. 
The Nymphs and Graces on the plains advance, 
And in gay circles lead the fprightly dance. 
The various changes of the feafons fhow. 
That nought immortal muft be hop'd below ; 
The fwift-wing'd hours this fcrious truth convey, 
Whofe rapid motion hurries on the day. 
The flow'ry Spring bids bluft'ring tempcHs ceafe. 
To Summer's reign the flowVy Spring gives place i 
That too muil fly when Autumn yields her (lore, 
And Winter next relume its gloomy powV. 

Yet 
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Yet as the Moon renews her iitver horni 

Each dormant ieafon fliall to life return. 

But we, when deilinM to that d^rkfome place. 

From which nor TuUus* wealth, nor Ancus* race^^ 

Nor e'en ^neas* piety could frce^ 

Are nought but fleeting air, and lifelefs clay. 

Who knows if Heaven will add to morrow's Sun, 

To crown thofe minutes weVe already run ? 

Then each delight to footh thy mind prepare; 

What's fpent in this, fliall *fcape a greedy heir. 

Whea Fate has once confign'd thee to the tomb, 

And the fiera Judge pronounced thy final doom, 

Nor Wit, Defcent, nor Piety can ^id, 

To fefcue thee from Death's eternal fliade. 

For neither can the Goddefs of the Wood, 

Frefe her chafte favourite from the Stygian blood ; 

Nor Thefus (all his valiant efforts vain) 

Keleafe Pirlthous from th' infernal chain* 



A RIDDLE. BY THE SAME. 

[Not b her Poems.] 

P^ O R form, nor fubilance in my being fhare^ 
Vm neither fire, nor water^ earth, nor air ; 
From motion's force alone my birth derive ; 
I ne'er can die» for xiever was alive : 

And 
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And jret with fuch extenfive empire retgn, 

That veiy few efcape my magic chain. 

Nor time, nor place, my wild excurfions bound ; 

I break all order, Nature's laws confotind : 

£.aife fchemes without contrivance or defign. 

And make apparent contradictions join ; 

Transfer the Thames where Ganges waters roll. 

Unite th* Equator to the frozen pole ; 

Mid'ft Zembla's ice bid blufhing rubies glow. 

And Britifh harvefis bloom in Scythian fnow i 

Caufe trembling flocks to ikim the raging maio. 

And fcaly fiihes graze the verdant plain ^ 

Make light defcend, and heavy bodies rife, 

Stars fink to earth, and earth afcend.to (kiet.^ 

If Nature lie deform'd in Wint*ry froft. 

And all the beauties of the Spring be loft, 

KaisM by my pow*r, new ordure decks the ground, 

And fmiling flow*rs diffufe their fweets around. 

The flceping dead I fummon from the tomb, 

And oft anticipate the living's doom ; 

Convey offenders to the fatal tree. 

When law or ftratagem have fet them free. 

Aw'd by no checks my roving flights canrfoar 

Beyond Imagination's a6tive pow^r. 

I view each country of the fpacious earth. 

Nay, vifit realms that never yet had birth ; 

Can trace the pathlefs regions of the air. 

And fly, with eafe, beyond the ftarry fphere. 

So 
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'So fwift ray operations, in an hour 

I can deftroy a town, or build a towV ; 

Play tricks would puzzle all the fearch of Wit, 

And ihcw whole volumes that were never writ. 

In fure records my myftic powers confeft. 

Who rack*d with cares a haughty ty ran tU breaft ; 

Charged in prophetic emblems to relate 

Approaching wrath, and his peculiar fiate. 

Oft to the good by Heaven in Mercy fent, 

IVe arm'd their thoughts againft feme dire event | 

As oft in chains prefumptuous villains bind, 

And haunt with reftiefs ifears the guilty mind* 



VuthuM Numen hMbttfifit Prudential fed te 
Nosfacimus^ Fortuna^ Deam^ Ccskque locamus* 

JUVf 
BT THE SAME. 

[Not in her Poems.] 

Whatever we think on't, Fortune's but a toy^ 
Which cheats the foul with empty fliows of joy ; 
A meer ideal creature of the brain, 
That reigns the idol of- the mad and vain; 
Deludes their fenfes with a fair difguife. 
And fets an airy biils before their eyes«. ^ 

But 
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But when they hope to grafp the glitt'ring prey, 
Th' inftable phantom vanillies away. 

So vapVy fire* miflead unwary fwains^ 
Who rove benighted o'er the dewy plains. 
Drawn by the faithleis meteor's glimmering ray. 
Thro' devious paths, and lonely wilds theyllray ! 
Too late convioc'd their fad miflake deplore. 
And find their home more diftant than before. 

Could mortals learn to limit their defires. 
Little fupplies what Nature's want requires ,; 
Content affords an inexhaufled (lore, 
And void of that a Monarch's wealth is poor. 

Grant but ten thoufand pounds, Plilaurus cKes, 
That happy fum would all my wants fuffice. 
Aflenting pow'rs the golden blefling grant. 
But with his wealth his wiflies too augment. • 

With anxious care he pines amidft his ftore. 
And flarves himfelf to get ten thoufand more. 

Ambition's charms Philotimus^infpire, 
A Treas'rer's llaff the pitch of his defire : 
The flaff he gains, yet murmurs at his fate. 
And longs to (hine firft Minifter of State. 

A coach and four employ'd Cofmelia's cares. 
For this flie hourly worried Heav'n with pray'rs* 

Did 
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Did this, when gain'd, her refiiefs temper fix ? 
Noy flie iltll praya^For what ?— A eoach and fix* 

Thus when thre* Fortune's airy rounds we ftrajr, 
Our footfleps rove from Nature's certain way ; 
Thro'endlefs labyrinth of Error run. 
And by the fond delufion are undone ; 
Still Tiriiily reechiRg at a tranfient biift, 
Purfue the fhadow, and the fubflauce mifs: 
Till after all our wand'ring fchemcs, we find 
That true content dweils oiily in the mind. 
Thofe joys on no external aid depend. 
But in ourfelves begin, and there muft end* 
From Virtue only thofe delights muil fiow^ 
Which neither wealth nor titles can beftow* 

A foulj which uncorrupted Reafon fwayi^ 
With calm indifference Fortune's gifts furveyt* 
If Providence an affluent (lore deni^. 
Its own intrinfic worth that want fupplies; 
Difdains by vicious anions to acquire 
That glittering trifle vulgax* minds, acbnire. 
With eafe to Hcav*n's fuperior will refignS) 
Nor meanly at anpther's wealth repines. 
Firmly adherea to Virtue's ileady rules^ 
And fcoms the fickk deitjr of foolt« 



Uf 
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IN DIEM NATALEM. 

THEOC, 

'''"^Vivendi re He quifrorogat Horam 

Rvfticus expeHat dum defluat Amnis ; at ilk 

Lahitur^ ^ labetur in amne volubiUs ASvttm* HORATt 

[This is m her Works, but much 'altered.] 

Thou power fupreme, by whofc commaocLI live, 

The grateful tribute of my praife receive^ 

To thy indulgence I my being owe. 

And all the joys which from that being flow* 

Scarce eighteen funs have form'd the rolling year, 

And run their deftin'd courfes round this fphere, 

Since thou my undiflinguifli'd frame furvey'd, 

Among the Hfelefs heaps of matter laid. 

Thy Ikill my elemental clay refin'd, 

The flraggling parts in beauteous order join*d, 

With perfect fymmetry compos'd the whole, 

And flampt thy facred image on my foul ; 

A foul lufcepiibleof endlefs joy, 

Whofe frame, nor force, nor time, can e'er deflroy, 

But fhall fubfift when Nature claims my breath, 

And bid defiance to the pow'r of death ; 

To realms of blifs with adive Freedom foar. 

And live when earth and fkies fliall be no more. 

Indu'gent 
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Indulgent God ! in vaio my tongue eflays^ 
For this immortal gift, tb fpeak thy praife* 
How fhall my heart its grateful fenfe reveal, 
Where all the energy of words muft fail ? 
O may its influence in my life appear. 
And every a<^ion prove my thanks fincere ! 

Grant me, great God, a heart to thee inclined ; 
Increafe my faith, ^and rectify my mind. 
Teach me betimes to tread thy facred way% 
And to thy fervice confecrate my days. 
Still as thro' Life's uncertain maze I flray. 
Be thou the guiding ftar to mark nvy way. 
Condu6t the ileps of my unguarded youth. 
And point their motions to the paths' of Truth, 
Proted me by thy providential care, 
And leach my foul t* avoid the tempter's fnare. 
Thro* all the varied fcepes of human life. 
In calms of cafe^ or bluft'ring florms of grief; 
Thro' every turn of this.inconftant ftate, 
Preferve my temper equal and fedate. 
Give me a mind that bravely dares defpife 
The low defigns and artifice of Vice. 
Be my religion fuch as taught by thee. 
Alike from Pride^and Superdition free. 
Inform my judgment, reftify my will. 
Confirm my reafun, and my paflions flijU 

To 
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To gain thy favour be my only end, 

And to that fcope my every ai^ion tend* 

Amidft the pleafiires of a profpVous fiate, 

Whofe flattVing charms too oft the mind elate. 

Still may I think to whom thofe joys I owe. 

And blefs the bounteous hand from whence t&ey iloVf 

Or if an adverfe fortune be my fhare. 

Let not its terrors tempt me to defpair ; 

But bravely arm'd a fleady faith maintain. 

And owaall beft which thy decrees ordain 3 

On thy almighty providence depend. 

The beft prote^or, and the fiireft friend. 

Thus on Life's ftage may I my part maintain. 
And at my exit thy applaufes gain. 



FINIS. 
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